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LECTORI BENEVOLO §8.P.D. 


ini amplius viginti sunt ex quo An- 

a illa cui Flosculi Graeci Boreales 

inditum est in lucem prodiit : quo- 

vam emittere seriem iis saepenumero 

no erat qui deinceps sub Academiae 

nostrae umbra Graecis litteris incubuerunt, quo apertius 

significaretur nondum ardorem illum ingenii Aberdonensem 

deferbuisse, neque Devae Donaeque nemora omnino dese- 
Tuisse Musas. 

Namque hercule nunquam deerant inter nostros, 
etiam tum in incude studiorum positos, qui Graecis capti 
Camenis, veterumque poetarum. spiritu aliquantulum 
instincti, priorum vestigiis ingrederentur; nobis autem, 
ut ille flosculos e Musarum hortulis decerpendi iucun- 
dissimus fuisset labor, ita inter cotidianas iuventutis 
erudiendae curas parum suppetebat otii, resque in aliud 
usque tempus differebatur. 

At cum in eo esset Academia nostra ut natalicias 
quarti saeculi sui celebraret ferias, abiecta tandem cunc- 
tatione visum est qualemcunque hanc versuum contexere 
corollam, frontique Almae nostrae Matris, liberalium 
nutrici studiorum, cum amore gratisque animis praepon- 
ere. 


vi LECTORI BENEVOLO, 8.P.D. 


In quo libet recordari quid vir ille doctissimus ingenii- 
que praestantissimus, Gulielmus Duguid Geddes, cui tot 
Aberdonia, tot Scotia accepta refert beneficia, de hac re 
senserit ; qui cum seriem illam Flosculorum priorem 
emittebat in lucem querebatur quod plerique haec studia 
liberrima adeo nihili facerent ut verendum esset ne mox in 
exilium Camenae maerentes expellerentur. Quin nostris 
etiam temporibus vulgo ab inurbanis ambigitur an operam 
oleumque perdant qui Graecis se dedant litteris; quod- 
que ad curam illam exquisitam attinet carmina secundum 
Graecos cum lepore atque elegantia pangendi, non desunt 
qui velut ad proelium accincti studia haec omnino delenda 
esse vociferentur, quippe quae in se vana sint et inania, 
atque ab hominum usu aliena: absurdum enim esse et 
perridiculum eos Graece operam dare factitandis versibus 
qui ne apud suos quidem suaque usi lingua poetae evasuri 
sint. 

Libentissime equidem veterum patrocinium discipli- 
narum suscepissem, ne inauditae et indefensae damnaren- 
tur, si quid inde profuturum esse credidissem. Sed quid 
commodi affert apud judices a Musis prorsus alienos, qui 
leporem litterarum et venustatem ne odorati quidem sint, 
causam dicere? Qui enim pulcherrima quaeque poetarum 
veterum imitari, atque Graeca ipsi lingua ad suos sensus 
exprimendos uti didicerint, ii soli pro explorato habent 
quantum dignitate Aeschylus et grandiloquentia praeful- 
geat, quam mira arte Sophocles quibusque placeat veneri- 
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bus, atque, ut omittamus alios, quantus in Euripide sit 
nitor atque sapientia. Attamen facile Spartam apud 
Lacedaemonios collaudare. 

Quid plura? quod enim vobis persuasissimum est, id 
fortasse aliis ineptum et ridiculum videbitur : nempe quae 
vulgo utilia praedicantur studia, quippe ad usus vitae spec- 
tantia cotidianos, ea plerumque in fingendis iuvenum 
animis vim omnino nullam aut perexiguam habere, quae 
autem ab incultis ut vana atque inutilia contemnuntur, in 
iis summam inesse utilitatem. Si quis autem diversa 
sentiet satis erit illud Eveni veteris respondere 


cot per taira Soxoivr’ gorw eyot 82 réBe. 


Quae hodie in lucem prodeunt carmina inter unius 
omnia et viginti annorum spatium condita sunt ex quo 
primus ille Flosculorum apud Aberdonenses editor Guliel- 
mus Duguid Geddes litterarum Graecarum munus Pro- 
fessoris abdicavit. Sed ut nexus quidam inter Epigonos 
maioresque continuaretur, carmen unum ab illius scrinio 
prolatum ut proemium addidimus. 

In iis denique quae lusimus, lector humanissime, si 
quid lentitudinis insit aut teporis, si quae maculae incuria 
subrepserint, da, quaesimus, veniam, 


Valeque. 


Sorrezpamus Aperponiaz Kat. Dro. 
4.8. MOMVII. 


@RatTiss agere velimus Ludovico Morris, Andreae Lang, Henrico 
Newbolt, Algernoni C. Swinburne, qui pro sua singulari comitate 
locos quosdam e libris suis delectos potestatem nobis fecerint hoc in 
opusculo publicandi: nec non Duglassio Strachan, viro amicissimo, 
qui Musae figuram primore in libro arte exquisita depinxerit. 

Porro quod nobis permiserunt ut ex operibus poetarum nos- 
tratium quibus usus esset excerperemus: Macmillan et Sociis, 
carminum Alfredi Baronis Tennyson, Matthaei Arnold, _Eduardi 
FitzGerald; Kegan Paul, Trench, Trubner et Sociis, Eduardi 
Arnold; Longmans, Green, et Sociis, Roberti L. Stevenson ; 
Joanni Lane, Ricardi Le Gallienne; Gulielmo Blackwood et 
Filiis, Georgii Eliot, curatoribus maximae nobis gratise red- 
dendae sunt. 
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“D. pijrep copins, Advy mdpa roppupodivy 
h redv olxov eyets, xadov eixripevov, 

vixra did Svodepyy wor’ epavOns, Hriwdepe, 
Gomdawy mpoyovos tyeréporcs pows, 
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Grypios, obre Gedy pres tre vopwv, 
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els tepmvds Oarias, eippocdyny tre pidny. 
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apydpeot, derév ecOra 7, 1? ddvedy. 
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Koupotpégos 7 dryabh Tots émvyvyvopévoss. 
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Spypara o eis taxsv AnOedéva POwiGes, 
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ee Movetoy dpicas widaxos ayvopirou, 
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It little profits that an idle king, 
By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 
That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 
I cannot rest from travel : I will drink 
Life to the lees : all times I have enjoy’d 
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those 
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 
Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 
Vext the dim sea: I am become a name; 
For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known; cities of men 
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‘Os ov8ev dpedos, fv dvat dpyds ris dv 
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valov dxdprovs rdo8’, Grov LevyOels héver 
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Bporois dypoixois, ot pdrny daddov Biov 
Exbovor cvddéyovres, ebBovciv 0 trve, 
008’ olds cip’ icacw. add’ pot mravdv 
otra wdpeott watha. rtovyap és tp¥ya 
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And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
Myself not least, but honour’d of them all ; 
And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met; 

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’ 
Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades 
For ever and for ever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use! 

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life 
Were all too little, and of one to me ~ 

Little remains: but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 
And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 


TENNYSON. 


OATEZETS. 
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aidy yap eis aldva cvyxexwopévos 
opixpdy pév, ob8e Todd’ cuot pérpov paxpdv, 
odow 5’ Spws 7d dourdy eis xpeiay Twd, 
Gprdferai re waco’ dm’ alavods trvov 
Gpa, veoyvov alty adivoved tr. 

5 pi wovnpds Fv dv, et 8d’ Hriov 
kindous epdv cdloun pedwhds Biov 
yrxiy wed Gels, iris Gowep dorépas 
Motoas Sudter xatwep “Athavros mépay, 
Grow Séuxev “Hdwos kat vod oéddas. 


IL 
SONG. 


Gloomy winter's noo awa, 

Saft the wastlin’ breezes blaw : 
*Mang the birks o’ Stanley-shaw 
The mavis sings fu’ cheerie, O. 
Sweet the craw-flower's early bell 
Decks Gleniffer’s dewy dell, 
Bloomin’ like thy bonnie sel’, 

My young, my artless dearie, O. 


Come, my lassie, let us stray 
O’er Glenkilloch’s sunny brae, 
Blithely spend the gowden day 
*Midst joys that never weary, O. 


Hovering o’er the Newton woods, 
Laverocks fan the snaw-white clouds, 
Siller saughs, wi’ downie buds, 
Adorn the banks sae brierie, O. 
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II. 
KOMOX. 


"H8n xelparos dpa daoixera: depdevros, 
kat padaxd Zepipw rots mvetpacr Oédyeras ala: 
wiv xorivay oxtepais dpodaprict Taide xiyfrat 
yeBootivay dxeiow doSdr ras dvd Spupds. 
a8) xopipBorw 82 yedavri 7 alyuripowo 
elapwois Netpdves dv’ dyxea ra Spocderra. 
a8) perv alyinvpos OaddBe. Kadds, d8d 82 Kal rd, 
ipepdeooa xépa, Sdépav ert vis épuros. 
Seip’ Eprapes 683v Khirdv dvd rdv8’, épderoa, 
ay Oddwe padduv rd peoapBpwov dros avyais, 
nai dpévas eippocivg taprdpeda Kat pidrdryte 
Gpap dwav xpvooiv, érel ob Kédpos doriv Epwros. 
Guid? brép 8&8pwv vedédais Gx rol xopvdaddoi 
devxordpars xedvos Sweivras tals mreptyerow * 
dpyideat 8¢ Bpvors Naxvaideot wdvroPev dyvor 
Sayrrdws koopedvr. pddois emetpévas Sx Bas. 
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SONG. 


Round the sylvan fairy nooks 

Feathery braikens fringe the rocks, 
Neath the brae the burnie jouks, 

And ilka thing is cheerie, O. 

Trees may bud, and birds may sing, 
Flowers may bloom, and verdure spring, 


Joy to me they canna bring, 
Unless wi’ thee, my dearie, O. 


TANNABILL. 


KOQMO%. 


éy 88 vdravow 50. Nopdar xopov dprilorrar 
dxopor wrepides orupedas wérpas audi pvovre. 
vépbe yewhogw SSe xareiBerar inpdber dup, 
adpa. Se mdvra yedG nal yaipe én’ elapos dpg. 
SGBpea pev OaddGe, xara 8 Sprixes Aadayedvre, 
kal molay xdoepav méBov dpbovov éfavinri, 
mrcBder 8 apiv ta nai pd8a ra Spoodevra 
Ga ri pot rav ESos drepbe reds, yAvedpadov ; 
J. H. 
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Cie. 


Cato. 


Cas. 


III. 
CICERO, CRASSUS, CATO, CASAR. 


I know well in what terms I do receive 
The commonwealth, how vexed, how perplex’d : 
In which there’s not that mischief, or ill fate, 
That good men fear not, wicked men expect 

not. 
I know, besides, some turbulent practices 
Already on foot, and rumours of more dangers— 
Or you will make them, if there be none. 

Last, 

I know ‘twas this, which made the envy and 

pride 
Of the great Roman blood bate, and give way 
To my election. 

Marcus Tullius, true ; 
Our need made thee our consul, and thy virtue. 
Cato, you will undo him with your praise. 
14 


KIK. 


KP. 
KIK. 


KAT. 


KAI. 


III. 
KIKEPON, KPASSO%, KATON, KAIZAP. 


"AvBpes, ra pev Si) wodeos, ds drape 
oig vow tiveotiv, cis dpxas pohov 
eo8": & ydp tor Svotuxe? wadtyndras 
mpés 7° oby 76 mimrov, ob8ey eof Stoiov ov 
kaxds pév édriter tis, &vdixos 8° dxvel- 
tor’ ad6is, odvey’ of pev épyourr ordow 
mpdooovew on, Tois 8 éraiperar Aéyy. 
GAous 8 sdrjoeas abrds, fw pndels parz. 
auf Sv duot 8) apdypar’ civeyeipicay, 
odpryavra Gupod thdvres ioxvavar POdvov, 
ol mavrécepvor. 

was yap ovx, dvak, éret 
xpeia pev tydr, caior 8 dperaiow xpareis ; 
Gas ddels vw eddoyiv Katpod mépa. 
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Caro. 
PEOPLE 
Caro. 


Cic. 


BEN JONSON, CATILINE. 


Cesar will hurt himself with his own envy. 

The voice of Cato is the voice of Rome. 

The voice of Rome is the consent of Heaven ! 

And that hath placed thee, Cicero, at the helm, 

Where thou must render now thyself a man, 

And master of thy art. Each petty hand 

Can steer a ship becalm’d; but he that will 

Govern and carry her to her ends, must know 

His tides, his currents ; how to shift his sails, 

What she will bear in foul, what in fair weather ; 

Where her springs are, her leaks; and how to 
stop ’em ; 

What sands, what shelves, what rocks do 
threaten her ; 

The forces and the natures of all winds, 

Gusts, storms, and tempests; when her keel 
ploughs hell, 

And deck knocks heaven; then to manage her, 

Becomes the name and office of a pilot. 

Which I'll perform with all the diligence 

And fortitude I have; not for my year, 

But for my life; except my life be less, 

And that my year conclude it: if it must, 

Your will, loved Gods. This heart shall yet 
employ 

A day, an hour is left me, so for Rome, 

As it shall spring a life out of my death, 


KATON, KIKEPON. 7 


KAT. adbris & dy abriv Kaicap, os pOovel, Sdxor. 


xo. 


kai piv Kdrov. rac” dpoppobet mods. 


KAT. Oeds 8 emjvec’ av Spoppobh modus: 


KIK. 


aN’ He yap 3) pUdaxd o” oldkov xahet, 
i, & Bpotav dpiote, wave’ dvnp yevod, 
téxuns 8 dxpos: xpedy ydp. eiSovons adds 
tis kav 6 pndels odn dy Wivor Sdpu ; 
Boris 52 vapiiv dfiot, ropes yeyds, 
kéd\oat 7° drjpwv réppar’, eb rovTov xpedv 
pods, Siavdous éferictacfat oddou: 
xadav 82 Aaipos Hix’ evreivew 7” arp}, 
xetpadvos cir’ Exupore vyvepou mrdrns- 
mrotov 8, édy mov pi) oréyy, xaredévat, 
tt 8 dvrdov elpyou Spav dv: doa 8 ent pOope 
fuvdpoo’ éxOpot Bpayéa, xoupddes, wérpar, 
Popny 88 rdvra mvedpab’, fw 1 exe dicw, 
oxntrot, Lddar, rupdves: ev rode yap, 
GSov Babeiay addox’ Grav pity tpéms, 
meta, Adxriop’ ovpavod, p.pO7 oKddos, 
xawpds xuBepray, dot’ érytripws Kdvew. 
ob Si7’ ev dpyots robrd por wenpatera, 
GAN’ ék mapotons, as Kar’ dvdp’, eiypuyias: 
kairo. 768° olow rédos érjovov pev ov, 
Biov 88 trav mdvr’- fy 8€ tas pelwv tafels 
dpyj tvavion 798’, irw 7d pdporpor, 
ta yap pir’ ipiv, & Oeav, ordptw, o¢Bas. 
9 xdpra marpi8os adda Tov hourdy xpdvov 
brepxapodpar xdni Oavacipw for, 
clr’ oby edpépper Basdv, dore ray pdow 
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To shine for ever glorious in my facts: 
The vicious count their years, virtuous their 
acts. 
Pzoris. Most noble consul! let us wait him home. 


Ben Jonson, Catéline, III, 1. 


KIKEPON. 19 
téxvep’ deilwv kat vexpod yerjoerat, 
7 pafror’ Epywr efapavpodcba dixa- 
gathos érdv ror, mpaypdrav 8 ecbdois dAdyos. 
XO. & dqp’ dpiorov: dda weéuraper of’ ecw. 


RAN. 


Iv. . 
WHAT OF THE DARKNESS? 


What of the Darkness? Is it very fair? 

Are there great calms and find ye silence there ? 
Like soft-shut lilies all your faces glow 

With some strange peace our faces never know, 
With some great faith our faces never dare. 
Dwells it in Darkness? Do ye find it there? 


Is it a Bosom where tired heads may lie? 

Is it a Mouth to kiss our weeping dry? 

Is it a Hand to still the pulse’s leap? 

Is it a Voice that holds the runes of sleep? 
Day shows us not such comfort anywhere. 
Dwells it in Darkness? Do ye find it there? 


Out of the Day's deceiving light we call, 

Day that shows man so great and God so small, 
That hides the stars and magnifies the grass; 
Oh, is the Darkness too a lying glass? 

Or, undistracted, do ye find truth there? 

What of the Darkness? Is it very fair? 


R. Le GaAtiienne. 
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IV. 
TIOIA A’ AP’ H NTH; 


Tloia, & dp’ 4 wit; F re KddAdorov Brémew ; 
éxed yadnvar cal ouwmpdal mdrdxes ; 

xdduxa yap ofa detpiou Kexdepevnr, 

reyes tis Opp’ exacrov elpyvy véa 

as Arid ajyiv odor’ Amorjy evew 

tpdv exdvrov: F re tis vuxrds yépas ; 

F wddaos 8s xdpvovor komiter xdpa ; 

4 xedds dor Saxpiov Oedxripiov ; 

4h xelp 15 OpSoxov 4 mwapryope xéap ; 

4) yaood y dvripodmos évordfovo’ davov ; 
obtie ip dlr dpdpe Byhote dye 

Groiov tpiv éoriv: } vuntds yépas ; 
pevdois dwootpadévres jdlov dos, 

bs Oedv drifwy Ki8os dvteiver Bporav, 
Xana TYsdv dotp’ duavpdcas eye, 

Upas xadodpev vuerds dyyeikar oxdrov 
émoids éorw: ef Stroiov jpépa 

ev8es xdromrpor eir’ ddnBelas Arprjv, 

kal Kdddos afipPdnrov jpepg pabelv. 


A. W. M. 
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Vv. 
CASSANDRA, HECTOR, TROILUS, PARIS, PRIAM. 


Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 
Hecr. Peace, sister, peace ! . 
Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled eld, 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 
Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 
Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen and a woe! 
Cry, cry! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. 
Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 


Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
22 
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KAXZANAPA, EKTOP, TPOIAOZ, MAPIZ, IPIAMOZ. 


KAX. 


EKT. 
KA. 


EKT. 


Todobe, Tpaes, pupios yap cupacw 
dpxd wapacxey pavriniy myppupida. 
GX’, & rddawa, yaccar eidnpor pepe. 
& rapa waidés O, Scos 7° aidy peor, 
puooi yépovres cat Bpépy Body pdvor 
évov7’, epois your. ovorevdfere. 
avyay yap ovKér’, éxrivew 8¢ viv dxpi 
Tis powpoxpdyrou pixpdy oiparyijs pépos. 
yotcbe, viv yap Bhépapa xpi) tpoyyprdcat- 
Tpotas yap doru xaddimupyor otyxerat, 
Tdpis 8 daavras éxrupot Sadod Sixyv. 
aia. 
“Envy spod yodobe riv trodvctovor, 
ov rHv8 ddrjoer’; ei 88 prj, Tpoia préyen. 
ap’ go draws o¥, Tpwihov véov xdpa, 
7a cépy’ dSeddijs OermpSovons Khiwv 
obmw re mdoxers SntixdpSiov mdBos ; 
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TRo. 


Par. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


So madly hot that no discourse of reason, 
No fear of bad success in a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same? 

Why, brother Hector, 
We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it, 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Because Cassandra’s mad: her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons; 
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain. 
Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels ; 
But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project: 
For what, alas, can these my single arms? 
What propugnation is in one man’s valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest, 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Paris should ne’er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the pursuit. 


TPQ. 


TIAP. 


TPOIAOS, TAPTS. 


od cudpovitew od8' éxav reot mdpa 

tov odv Léovra Bupdv; odk dxveis pdBy 
Bi wrap! éxys Kandy rt, Spacetov Kaxd-; 
ob ydp, kaciyynt’, épyydrwv ye Toivdixov 
éx tév mpoBacdy xpi) texpaipecfar Tuxav, 
003’, elmep airy paiverat, Odpoos dpeviv 
peOréva Sei. mas yap dv Avoojpace 
vorotca mhyppedds te Togde obévor 

pid. tpoodareav, ye mpokevel xdpw 
jpav Exactos ebndeods SéEys dro; 

€yod yap obver’, icf Kowwvors dpa 
veixous adeAgods Svras é& ions epoi. 

GN, & adrep Zed, pnd padOaxwrdrors 
CVOdpidy te Ajpaow mpdooor wore 

pay ts, Sxvov Tod mapactareiv pépur. 
érei paraiay pwpiav dproipev av, 

epywy 1° éyary’, tpeis te Tv Bovhevpdror. 
papripopar S¢ rods Oeods, pas cpot 
Spoppoboivras mpevpevds oreddovri mep 
orovdiy mpocdyat, Kat poBnpdrwr spod 
amoorepjoal p’ éxonévan zeipas téo7s. 
ti yap wor’ dpxd ‘roiaS’ Smhois povdcrodos ; 
was dy ovo 7G povoppovpy Opdce. 
Sppiy addéfew Sv dy 78 dud por 
évavriov orice ; GAN ei mds py eet 
pdvoy xaxdv tavS’ é€amadddgar 7d8as, 
onovdy 8 evdpuv evcotpevov Kxpdros, 
obk dy Tldpus ye tdpy dvactpépa: mad 
éBovder’, od8 Aye trav Siaypdrav. 
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Prt. Paris, you speak 
Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
You have the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant is no praise at all. 


SHaKeEsPEaRE, Troilus and Cressida, IL, 2 


TIPIAMOS. 


. th 8 ds yduxeiais qdovais gvapévos 


Anpeis ; od pev yap véxrapos yépers ers, 
GN’ avBpes obo. méparos pehayxddov. 
tas obv Opdaos toidv y emawéoat xpedy ; 


W. B. A. 


VI. 
REQUIEM. 


Under the wide and starry sky, 

Dig the grave and let me lie. 

Glad did I live and gladly die, 
And I laid me down with a will. 


This be the verse you grave for me: 

Here he lies where he longed to be; 

Home is the sailor, home from sea, 
And the hunter home from the hill. 


R. L. Srevenson. 


VI. 
XAIPE. 
70 didror add pe Oda tai wédy dorepderti, 
0a xataxOévios Keiropar ebre Odvw. 
Xatpov pev (der, xaipay Se xarprvbov “Adnv, 
dopevos, od8 déxwy, yiv émecodpevos. 
Odxpavres 8, piror, wt TAN erreypaware rinBov, 
pnd ewipoppa Oeois, add’ éxiypappa 7d3e- 
xeipar Grov wobéecnov, Sdira, Nehacpévos dypys 
Gypeurys* vatrys xipara paxpa daddv. 


A. W. M 


. VIL. 
SONG. 


Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, 

Ca’ them whaur’ the heather grows, 
Ca’ them whaur’ the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie. 


Will ye gang doun the water side, 
And see the waves sae sweetly glide, 
Beneath the hazels spreading wide ? 
The moon it shines fu’ clearly. 


I was bred up at nae sic school, 
My shepherd lad, to play the fool, 
And a’ the day to sit in dool, 


And naebody to see me. 
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Vil. 
EIATAAION. 


AA®NIZ. 
Els 7d xdravres tivo yedhogov dpvas éhavve, 
& 7d xaddv wofopeioa, pirov Oddos, & rpurdOare, 
ryvel 50 pad’ erneraval wepiacw épeixar, 
dévady 7° dad trav omdddav pede pdb Buwp. 
Ais mer’ ened, xapleooa, xadiv mapa BipBpidos iSwup 
éprew &0a 7d vipa xareiBerar adv KayddoSov 
Daoos tro oxepav tharaviorwy ; jwide paiver 
vurrt Zedavaia Aurapdxpoos dyhads adyds. 


AMAPTAAIS. 
& Beate rd Bovxdd’, awex Oy euiv rade eles. 
ob pepdOnxa xaxd xa drdpOevos Fpev eyaya, 
ty Mw? dvip jperd Méerp’, e€ dods rp eat vdera 
pavay, ob8€ ris ol8e réOvay’ ad’ 4 (da éozi. 
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SONG. 


Ye shall get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Calf leather shoon upon your feet, 
And in my arms ye’se lie and sleep, 
And ye shall be my dearie. 


If ye'll but stand to what ye’ve said, 
T’se gang wi’ you, my shepherd lad ; 
And ye may row me in your plaid, 
And I shall be your dearie. 


While waters wimple to the sea, 
While day blinks in the lift sae hie, 
Till clay-cauld death shall blin’ my e’e, 
Ye aye shall be my dearie. 


TsaBELLA Pacan. 


EIATAAION. 


AA@NIE. 
dpmexdvas Bua re Kal dpruxas otas doe 
xdpdorépots moat reds, ydwou dfvov edvov, auvrdas, 
dynoivgot 3 pais a KdwOeio’? davov latices 
al, xapleroa, pdva td ya Aadvidos Exon éparis. 

AMAPTAAIS. 

al xe To rip’ a déyes Eryn cumeda wdvra pudrdtys, 
F rot spaprijow, 75 Kaddv weprrapdve Bodra, 
dppe 8¢ xiv rd Odrys Kpipe pia xdaiva didredvras, 
cal yap 8) pdda reds ya Athaiopar Fyev epuris. 

AAONIE. 
&s & Bwp wdvrovde xarerBopevov xedapvler, 
Adpaet 8 dédvos dacoipBporos obpaviv aimiv, 
ore x’ ene xpvepds Odvaros oxérp doce xadinby, 
& xaplecoa, pdva rd ya Aadvidos goon éparis. 

J. H. 


VIII. 
TIBERIUS, SEJANUS. 


Is yet Sejanus come? 
He's here, dread Czesar. 

Let all depart that chamber, and the next. 
Sit down, my comfort. When the master prince 
Of all the world, Sejanus, saith he fears, 
Is it not fatal? 

Yes, to those are fear'd. 
And not to him? 

Not if he wisely turn 
That part of fate he holdeth, first on them. 


. That nature, blood, and laws of kind forbid. 
- Do policy and state forbid it? 


No. 


. The rest of poor respects, then, let go by; 


State is enough to make the act just, them guilty. 
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VIII. 
TIBEPIOS, XHIANOX. 


. Spavos axe Seipo, tpdomodor, wapady ; 
. 68 ep’ éyd cot, Kaicapos cepvdv dpa. 
. awéO ipets ride ris 7° eyyis oréyns. 


ov & a nailos, & xaxdv iarpé por: 

el pév yap abras wdvra Seomérys vépo, 
Spas 3 exer w’, ep yap dvrixpus, péBos, 
dr’ obx dvdyxn kat Baveiv ; 


bs 7 dy poBh. 


. t6v8' dvdpa 8 ob dijs; 


ox, émiokiparrd y & 
mpdrepov exeivors tobmi aor wérpov pépos. 


. gous yap eipye: yalua yoi yévous vdpor 
- F wat 73 xowdy Kal 1b cupdepov mode; 
. ob rabrd y’ obde. 


ridda  repaie dps 
7a praip’, ere rd xowdy eapKody Kkupel 
7d cov pev bpOdv, rods 8 enacrious roveiv. 
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Tr. 
Sz. 


TB. 


Sz. 


BEN JONSON, SEJANUS. 


Long hate pursues such acts. 
Whom hatred frights, 
Let him not dream of sovereignty. 
Are rites 
Of faith, love, piety, to be trod down, 
Forgotten and made vain? 
All for a crown. 
The prince who shames a tyrant’s name to bear, 
Shall never dare do anything, but fear ; 
All the command of sceptres quite doth perish, 
If it begin religious thoughts to cherish : 
Whole empires fall, swayed by these nice respects ; 
It is the licence of dark deeds protects 
Evn states most hated, when no laws resist 
The sword, but that it acteth what it list. 
Yet so, we may do all things cruelly, 
Not safely. 
Yes, and do them thoroughly. 


. Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at? 


Ay, 
Or else my thought, my sense, or both do err: 
‘Tis Agrippina. . 
She, and her proud race. 


. Proud! dangerous, Cesar: for in them apace 


The father’s spirit shoots up. Germanicus 

Lives in their looks, their gait, their form, t’ up- 
braid us . 

With his close death, if not revenge the same. 


TIBEPIO®, SHIANOZ. 87 


T. &Opa pernber és paxpay ra todde. 

%. dares ye pévroe oupBadeiv EOpav dxvet 
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Teppavixod yap Cy re xovx Ghwd’ exet 
tpdcumov, eos, oxiip’: 6 8 éyxade pdpov 


xpudatoy atrod xdvriticair’ dv tdxa. 


MaMa 


Tp. 


BEN JONSON, SEJANUS. 


The act’s not known. 
Not proved: but whispering 
Fame 
Knowledge and proof doth to the jealous give, 
Who, than to fail, would their own thought be- 
lieve. 
It is not safe, the children draw long breath, 
That are provoked by a parent's death. 


. It is as dangerous to make them hence, 


If nothing but their birth be their offence. 


. Stay, till they strike at Cesar; then their crime 


Will be enough; but late and out of time 
For him to punish. 
Do they purpose it? 


. You know, sir, thunder speaks not till it hit. 


Be not secure; none swiftlier are oppressed, 

Than they whom confidence betrays to rest. 

Let not your daring make your danger such: 

All power is to be fear’d where ’tis too much. 

The youths are of themselves hot, violent, 

Full of great thought; and that male-spirited 
dame, 

Their mother, slacks no means to put them on, 

By large allowance, popular presentings, 

Increase of train and state, suing for titles; 

Hath them commended with like prayers, like 
vows, 


To the same gods, with Ceesar. 
Ben Jonson, Sejanus, II., 2. 
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RAN. 


IX. 


GAVESTON, KENT, KING EDWARD. 


Gav. 
Kent. 


K. Epw. 


Gav. 


My lord, these titles far exceed my worth. 
Brother, the least of these may well suffice 
For one of greater birth than Gaveston. 
Cease, brother : for I cannot brook these words. 
Thy worth, sweet friend, is far above my gifts, 
Therefore, to equal it, receive my heart : 

If for these dignities thou be envied, 

Tl give thee more: for, but to honour thee, 
Is Edward pleased with kingly regiment. 
Fear’st thou thy person? thou shalt have a 


Wantest thou gold? go to my treasury: 

Wouldst thou be loved and feared? receive my 
seal ; 

Save or condemn, and in our name command 

What-so thy mind affects or fancy likes. 

It shall suffice me to enjoy your love, 

Which whiles I have, I think myself as great 

As Cesar riding in the Roman street, 

With captive kings at his triumphant car. 


MartowE, Edward IT., 1, 1. 
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IX. 


TATEZTON, KENTOS, BASIAETS. 
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xX. 
DIOCLESIAN. 


Suppose this done, or were it possible 

I could rise higher still, I am a man; 

And all these glories, empires heap’d upon me, 
Confirmed by constant friends and faithful guards, 
Cannot defend me from a shaking fever, 

Or bribe the uncorrupted dart of Death 

To spare me till to-morrow. Thus adorn’d 

In these triumphant robes, my body yields not 

A greater shadow than it did when I 

Lived both poor and obscure ; a sword’s sharp point 
Enters my flesh as far; dreams break my sleep, 

As when I was a private man; my passions 

Are stronger tyrants on me; nor is greatness 

A saving antidote to keep me from 

A traitor’s poison. 


Frercuer, The Prophetess, 1V., 6. 
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xX. 
AIOKAHTIANOS. 
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XI. 
ATTENDANT SPIRIT. 


Within the navel of this hideous wood, 

Immured in cypress shades, a sorcerer dwells, 

Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comus, 

Deep skilled in all his mother’s witcheries ; 

And here to every thirsty wanderer 

By sly enticement gives his baneful cup, 

With many murmurs mixed, whose pleasing poison 
The visage quite transforms of him that drinks, 
And the inglorious likeness of a beast 

Fixes instead, unmoulding reason’s mintage 
Character’d in the face: this have I learn’d 
Tending my flocks hard by i’ the hilly crofts, 

That brow this bottom glade; whence night by night 
He and his monstrous rout are heard to howl 
Like stabled wolves, or tigers at their prey, 

Doing abhorréd rites to Hecate 

In their obscuréd haunts of inmost bowers. 


Mitton, Comus. 


XI. 


AAIMON. 
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W. M. C. 


XII. 
THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE, 


Suns that set, and moons that wane, 
Rise and are restored again ; 

Stars that orient day subdues 

Night on her return renews. 

Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 

Suffer but a transient death 

From the winter's cruel breath. 
Zephyr speaks ; serener skies 

Warm the glebe, and they arise. 

We, alas! earth’s haughty kings, 

We, that promise mighty things, 
Losing soon life’s happy prime, 
Droop and fade in little time. 

Spring returns, but not our bloom ; 
Still ‘tis winter in the tomb. 


Cowper. 


XI. 
OIH NEP ®TAAON TENEH TOIHAE KAI ANAPON. 
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W. A. B. 
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XIIL 
ATHENIAN HERALD. 


But not long 

Had the fresh wave of windy fight begun 
Heaving, and all the surge of swords to sway, 
When timeless night laid hold of heaven, and took 
With its great gorge the noon as in a gulf, 
Strangled ; and thicker than the shrill-winged shafts 
Flew the fleet lightnings . . . that our host, 
Smit with sick presage of some wrathful God 
Quailed, but the foe as from one iron throat 
With one great sheer sole thousand-throated cry 
Shook earth, heart-staggered from their shout, and 

clove . 
The eyeless hollow of heaven; and breached there- 

with 
As with an onset of strength-shattering sound 
The rent vault of the roaring noon. of night 
From her throned seat of usurpation rang 
Reverberate answer; such response there pealed 
As though the tide’s charge of a storming sea 
Had burst the sky’s wall, and made broad a breach 
In the ambient girth and bastion flanked with stars 
Guarding the fortress of the Gods, and all 
Crashed now together on ruin. 


Swinpurne, EHrechtheus. 
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XIII. 
KHPTE A@HNAIOZ. 


Kaw & dpwpe Sipis ofSparos Sixny 
mvop Bpdwovros: év 88 celera tidy 
ody pddior’ eixactd, xal tér° odpavoy 
Hpmoxe vie dwpos jpdpay peony & 
dorep BapdOpw Taprdépov pehapBabet 
xptbao’” émetye.. kare mAeloves Behav 
PoiB8p xvO&rrov aprddes kepavvior 
oxjrrova’ én’ dddyjdaor. Sepaivor § dyay 
Oeav bromrjoce tw’ aypiwy Kdrov 
orpards pev auds, ai 8 evavrias orixes 
aidéow abdiv pupromdrBods Bojs, 
pias Groia xadxéas duris dio, 
Bubav 88 yaias Siardpous Hy paow 
tuddds te ceiova” obpavod Tepirruxds. 
patobels ravwdel 8 ebpivwros éuBodp 
aifip d8ndos jpépq vuernpedei, 
B cdp ed TBpa dards Lera oxdros, 
Hxobow dvrjiynoe towlrov Kriézrov 
ds ef tus Spy Kupdrev émootrey 
téixos wodou Siete xdoxioey KiKdov 
mupyopdray & dpovpiov Oedv ordpe 
dorpoor woKdBevra® Kai ovpravh Spas 
xpbppila gipinr ovyxartoxaie Bip. 
J. A. 8S. 
49 


XIV. 
IN MEMORIAM. 


When on my bed the moonlight falls, 
I know that in thy place of rest 
By that broad water of the west, 

There comes a glory on the walls: 


Thy marble bright in dark appears, 
As slowly steals a silver flame 
Along the letters of thy name, 

And o’er the number of thy years. 


The mystic glory swims away ; 
From off my bed the moonlight dies ; 
And closing eaves of wearied eyes 

I sleep till dusk is dipt in grey: 


And then I know the mist is drawn 
A lucid veil from coast to coast, 
And in the dark church like a ghost 

Thy tablet glimmers to the dawn. 


TENNYSON. 


XIV. 
OMMATON A’ EN AXHNIAIZ. 
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XV. 
A LAMENT.* 


Tears for the noble dead, 
Gems of the rarest, 
Flowers for his lustrous head, 
Cull him the fairest. 
Mourn o’er his lost lore, 
Lore of the sages, 
Gathered in richest store, 
Rifling the ages. 
Mourn him, both Rhine and Rhone, 
Tiber, Ilissus, 
Dee, and her sister Don, 
Ythan and Isis. 
Pale lies the manly brow 
Kings might have chosen, 
All his bright promise now 
Withered and frozen. 
*In memory of William Cameron, M.A. (Aberdon.), drowned when 
bathing in the Rhine, July 10, 18838. 
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XV. 
@PHNOIAIA. 
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A LAMENT. 


Wreathe his brows and deck the bier, 
With the foison of the year: 
"Neath the cypress shade austere 
Let the amaranth appear, 
All the fairies’ woodland blisses, 
With the laurel never sere, 
Nor forget the pale narcissus 
For our young Narcissus here : 
Wreathe his brows and deck the bier, 
Here he lies who knew no peer. 


W. D. Geppss. 


@PHNOLAIA. . 85 
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XVI. 
KING RICHARD, BOLINGBROKE, NORFOLK. 


K. Rica. Draw near, 
And list what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom’s earth should not be soil’d 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’ swords ; 
And for we think the eagle-wingéd pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 
With rival-hating envy, set you on 
To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep; 
Which so rous'd up with boisterous untun’d drums, 
With harsh resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray, 


And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 
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BAS. 


XVI. 
BAXIAETZ, BOAIMBPOKOZ, NOP®OAKOZ. 
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58 SHAKESPEARE, RICHARD II. 


Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood ;— 
Therefore, we banish you our territories ; 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death, 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Bounce. Your will be done: this must my comfort be, 
The sun that warms you here shall shine on me. 
And those his golden beams to you here lent, 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

K. Ric. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The fly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile; 

The hopeless word of, ‘never to return,’ 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your highness’ mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands. 
The language I have learn’d these forty years 
My native English now I must. forego: 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp: 

Or like a cunning instrument cas’d up, 

Or, being open, put into his hands 

That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 


BAS. 


NOP. 


BOAIMBPOKOZ, BAXIAETE, NOP®OAKOS. 
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60 SHAKESPEARE, RICHARD II. 


Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue, 
Doubly portcullis’d with my teeth and lips; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 
Too far in years to be a pupil now; 
What is thy sentence then but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath. 
K. Rica. It boots thee not to be compassionate ; 
After our sentence plaining comes teo late. 
Nor. Then thus I'turn me from my country’s light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 


Suaxespeare, Richard II, 1., 3. 
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NOP, 


BAZIAETS, NOP®OAKOS. 
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XVIL 
ERECHTHEUS. 


To fight then be it: for if to die or live, 

No man but only a God knows this much yet, 
Seeing us fare forth, who bear but in our hands" 
The weapons, not the fortunes of our fight : 

For these now rest as lots that yet undrawn 

Lie in the lap of the unknown hour; but this 

I know, not thou, whose hollow mouth of storm 
Is but a warlike wind, a sharp salt breath 

That bites and wounds not; death nor life of mine 
Shall give to death or lordship of strange kings 
The soul of this live city, nor their heel 

Bruise her dear head discrowned. 


Swinsurne, Erechtheus. 


XVII. 
EPEX@ETS. 
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A. W. M. 


XVIII. 
LEONATO. 


I know not, If they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 


SHAKESPEARE, Much Ado About Nothing, IV., 1. 


XVIII. 
AEQNATON. 
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otra yap éfjpavey 6 fuvdv xpdvos 
768° ala rovpdv, ob8¢ atv yipe Bapis 
ywopnv Spas dwddeo’, ob8€ ovpdpopais 
éyxeipevos Ta xpypar’ éxBadov exo, 
ob’ ab xaxots tpérovow dordépyy didwv. 
ob Sir’: eyepbels 8 GS? & Sv dpyoxparys 
roiad’ éumévouy’ dy Kal dpeviv émiBohos 
girwy 1’ ddveds Kat woducrijpav Biov, 
dor’ obk tony ye hapBdvew ripapiav. 


W. A. B, 


XIX. 
CANTERBURY. 


Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
To which is fixed as an aim or butt 
Obedience: for so work the honey-bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in nature teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king and officers of sorts, 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home, 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor : 
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold, 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey : 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate, 
The sad-ey’d justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 


SHAKESPEARE, King Henry V., I., 2. 
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XIX. 
IEPETS. 


TIpis otro wdvra trav Bporois wovotpea 
@rovow adr’ veer eyyxeipeiv Oeds, 

del ru xivelv wporpérav, Kwodor Se 
keiras oxomds Tis Gomep 7 meBapyia. 
kai yap duddoce tév8e tod Biov tpdérov 
yeos peicoay, aimep éyyevel pice 
Bporods d8doxove” eivépous Ocivar wédes. 
dvat yap abrats dori nat rdw rédy 
Pyriv exov, Sv ai pay oixovpot muddv 
tavdov StevOivovar, Snudpxwv Sixny- 

ai 8 eurdpourt tpordepeis Sppdpevar 
xépSos Oipacw éutodao’, ai 8 ad rpira 
otpdreup Gras xévrpocw eLwrdiopévar 
O€pevov exropBoiaw dvbéwv ydvos, 

Aetay 8 Ererra rivde xaipovoa wédw 
Tod xotpdvov pepovow és otparity.ov. 
abrés 8¢ robmBddrov dudérav xpéos 
Tods téxrovas pev Xpice’ ebpdvas otéyn 
tedxovtas aOpel, rods 8¢ Sypdras pede 
mdoaovras, dxOn 8 ab crevav mudav gow 
Badvavoov eirwHoivra popryyiv Sxdov, 
kal pay mapacras ovmrinris wédas, 
oxvopares Sv yipupd 7° obk ebdyyedov 
BopBov adueis, dypidor mpoomddors 
dpydv xraveiv SiSwar Kndriver yévos. 
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A P. 


xXx. 
SONG. 


When I am dead, my dearest, 
Sing no sad songs for me ; 
Plant thou no roses at my head, 
Nor shady cypress tree. 
Be the green grass above me 
With showers and dewdrops wet; 
And if thou wilt, remember, 
And if thou wilt, forget. 


I shall not see the shadows, 
I shall not feel the rain; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain; 
And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set, 
Haply I may remember, 
And haply may forget. 


C. G. Rosserrt. 


xXx. 
AIAHS O EKAEAA@QN. 


@urdry, ebre Odva pa} por oxvepg xutapicop 
pnd Ad8ous rip Bov ynde yéparpe ydors. 

Onduv brepOe wénv SpBpowwr Spdcoci 7° gacor, 
Toft S euod prrjpov, ef 88 prj, GAAd dafod. 

od oxid, od pe tér” SuBpos adigerat, oixédr’ dndods 
éomepias Avyupdv Opivos Swota pédos. 

GAG pig rére vuxti Kexpuppevos ev tdy’ dveipp 
god prjpwv Evopat, Kei Tuxot, ob8e oder. 


A. W. M. 


XXI. 
TO THE SUN. 


O thou that rollest above, round as the shield of 
my fathers! 

Whence are thy beams, O sun! thy everlasting light ? 

Thou comest forth in thy awful beauty; the stars 
hide themselves in the sky; the moon, cold and pale, 
sinks in the western wave. 

But thou thyself movest alone: who can be a com- 


panion of thy course! 
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XXI. 
TON AI®PETTHN HAION IIPOZENNEIIO. 


"ANN & perdpaov dppal cidioowy, dvaf, 
bs dudirdpry 4) mpoorjifar Seuas 
odxe, tatpgov onépparos mpoBdjpar., 
“Hye, wébev 890, &s dxovrifes, Bohai ; 
adder 88 déyyos apOirov Aeioow 75 adv; 
gavels yap éfvmepfe, ndd\dorov o€Bas, 
tmdarrds aides: obpavg 8@ xpurrerat 
dpavros datpwv pupromhybijs Sxdos, 
Ht dpyopg apbeove’ depuirry $e, 
mwérma cedivn, Sica tov mpds éomépay 
Kr\vdov’ dBvowov, éxhéhoure edppdvyv - 
drap od ¥ olov olos iBives Spdpov. 
tls dv or’ dpxéree vod Siaxabeiv 
Tpoxods duiddyrijpas dorépy modi ; 
nal ras dpeias éfepepOivar Spvas 
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72 TO THE 8UN. 

The oaks of the mountains fall: the mountains them- 
selves decay with years; the ocean shrinks and grows 
again: the moon herself is lost in heaven; but thou art 
for ever the same; rejoicing in the brightness of thy 
course. 

When the world is dark with tempests; when thun- 
der rolls, and lightning flies; thou lookest in thy beauty 
from the clouds, and laughest at the storm. 

But to Ossian thou lookest in vain; for he beholds 
thy beams no more; whether thy yellow hair flows on 
the eastern clouds, or thou tremblest at the gates of the 
west. 

But thou art perhaps like me; for a season thy years 
will have an end. 

Thou shalt sleep in thy clouds, careless of the voice 
of the morning. 

Exult thee, O sun! in the strength of thy youth! 

Age is dark and unlovely ; it, is like the glimmering 


TON AI®PETTHN HAION IIPOXENNETIO. 


mdvres dvdyxn, spos 8 Gpy wedapia 
xpévov mapacreixovros abavOyjcerat- 
xatapbive te viv pév, lr’ dvalécas 
7éOnde wévros Kami peor epyerar- 

kal ravaddyvos of Sr’ ofxerat Kixhos 
PpodB8os 8: aidép’ add’ dpapé cor pdvy 
1a wavf do’ ewadduxe, cat Siefd8ous 
tépves gaevds, xappovy fuvav dei. 
wacav 8& yiv orqvix’ aiyi8ev JBpis 

exer mepirrigaca duyaip oxdry, 
Bpovrats 7° épvy8ovrou: puxiirat hos, 
oreporai 7 evjdavr’, ex pedapBabods arpod 
ob 8} rorquix’ cloSBopxas, dypig 

6 xaddipopgos éyxariMdarav (ddp. 

BN "Ocordyy y Supa wporBddras paryv, 
ds obxér H8n ods exeivos elropd 

dxrivas, etre vorida riv éwOwiyy 

favBoi xaraPiacover Béarpuya oder, 
ei? obv tpdpes ikaw tomdépors wdpa. 
od & eindoas per, ds eyury’, ednipepos- 
kai porpoxpdyry répp’ ev aidvos xpévp 
tav adv érév mov auvtpéxew ddeirerat, 
ob dy KAvous od Tis Ew mpoodbeypdrav, 
vépous evi mruxatos xomnels trvy. 
xABa vor, jBns éfdv edbevev axpp, 
“HYte, xparaig, todro yuyydoKoy dre 

7d yijpds or’ dpavpdv dotepyés & dpa. 
8 8) pddior’ Eoucey dppvaiy mpi 

Mipns, swoiov eginow, Evbarep 


73 


14 TO THE SUN. 
light of the moon, when it shines through broken clouds, 
“and the mist is on the hill; the blast of the north is on 
the plain; the traveller shrinks in the midst of his 
journey. 

OssIan. 


TON AI®PETTHN HAION ITPOZENNETIO. 75 


vepédar Sieppiyact, ryviKail’ dre 
pédaw’ dpixdy mpavas aprioxe xOovds, 
xpvora\dérpxra daihamds 7° dyjpara : . 
wipmdnor wediov, nal xatarnjoce tpécas 
S8ourdpos, xédevdov sypetwv pony. 
R. A. N. 


XXIL 
TO THE MOON. 


Art thou pale for weariness 

Of climbing heaven and gazing on the earth, 
Wandering companionless 

Among the stars that have a different birth— 
And ever changing, like a joyless eye 

That finds no object worth its constancy ? 


. SHELLEY. 
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XXII. 
TIOTNA ZEAANA. 


"H xémp xpoias xhdepdv cor dvBos, 

& ceddvva, pdxpov bv aidep’ aia 

& widvats ray yav éndpeto’, éraipav 
xGpis & dotposs ; 

roiat 8 adda ced yerea, 70 8 & Sor- 

ow dpaxdyw twos domep supa 

garos dddooe, ev ds dpa’ er- 
dfvov odder. 


J.F. 


XXIII. 
DEIANEIRA. 


Ab me, the weary days 
We women live, spending our, anxious souls 
Consumed with jealous fancies, hungering still 
For the belovéd voice and ears and eyes, 
And hungering all in vain! For life is more 
To youthful manhood than to sit at home 
Before the hearth to watch the children’s ways 
And lead the life of petty household care 
Which doth content us women. Day by day 
I pined in Trachis for my love, while he, 
Now in some warlike exploit busied, now 
Fighting some monster, now at some fair court, 
Resting awhile till some new enterprise 
Called him, returned not. News of treacheries 
Punished, friends succoured, dreadful monsters slain, 
Came from him: always triumph, always fame, 
And honour, and success and reverence. 
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XXIII. 


AHIANEIPA. 


Oip’ ds yuvarét Siogopos xetrar Bios 

at vier’ émipOdvoiow judpay 7° det 
évvrijxoper Sdéaror Aupavrais ppear, 
dovyv 7 épacriy Sra 7 dpOadpsv F spas 
parnv wobodcat: cal yap eis peilw Bios 
re. veowow 4 wap’ éoxdpg pevew, 

réxvov 7 GBdppar’ & Sdpors émoxoreiv, 
oixoupias te pdaipov efarrdelv orhov 
dproivra rats yuvarkiv: 3 érnxdpny 
Svarnvos &v Tpaxive cuvvdpou 1dby- 

698 4 per domorav tw’ aixpdlor paynr, 
4 Gap’ avarpav, 4 Kar’ ebdprrovs oréyas 
det véov tw’ éx mover pipvev mévor, 
aviBev obmor’: exredav 8 apyyéddero 
pilav dpwyds, kvwddrov 1 dpidv pdvous 
mowds Te mpodoTav, Gof tn’ edxdelas det 


Sdgav Kopilew Kai oéBas vienpdpor. 
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DEIANEIRA. 


And sometimes words of love for me who pined 

For more than words, and would have gone to him 

But that the toils of such high errantry 

Asked more than woman’s strength. So the slow 
years 

Vexed me alone in Trachis, set forlorn 

In solitude, nor hearing at the gate 

The frank and cheering voice, nor on the stair 

The heavy tread, nor feeling the strong arm 

Around me in the darkling night, when all 

My being ran slow. Last, subtle whispers came 

Of womanish wiles which kept my lord from me. 


Lewis Morris, The Epic of Hades. 


AHIANEIPA. 


kat Odxrpa pibov éo8 Gr’ eférenwé por 
abrav woBovoy, kiv gvweorépny méce 
el rav towdtrev épypdrav dOdous dépew 
Pdpn yuvaixds apxeo’> &s daoddipnv 
Sapdv povabeic’, ob8 epaiSpuvér py’ ér 
mpdapbeypa ravSpds, répyis ob opixpd Khiew, 
otr’ é&v midaot Bapytecis today Krémos 
dxpas te vuxris dyxahav dowacp’ Gre 
nao’ éxraxeinv: viv 58 aiy pre ddris 
Sdrev yuvarnds, 4 tov dvdp’ deipyé pov. 

W. M. C. - 
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XXIV. 
EXILE. 


Blows the wind to-day, and the sun and the rain are flying, 
Blows the wind on the moors to-day and now, 
Where about the graves of the martyrs the whaups are 
crying, 
My heart remembers how! 
Grey recumbent tombs of the dead in desert places, 
Standing stones on the vacant wine-red moor, 
Hills of sheep, and the homes of the silent, vanished races, 
And winds, austere and pure: 
Be it granted me to behold you again in dying, 
Hills of home! and to hear again the call, 
Hear about the graves of the martyrs the peewees crying, 
And hear no more at all. 


R. L. Srevenson. 


XXIV. 
NOSTAATIA. 


"HS éxet depdvas erumvelovow aijrar 
topévous, preyéBer 7° Hediovo Bédn, 

08 Mapabavopaxav Opyvet rept orjpar’ dxarbis 
Opivov sroiov das dAjPopar ob8e dvyds. 

"HepoeSda orjuar’, é&v dxpiow vari’ epijpais, 
éoradres te diBor, woppipedv te méBov, 

méeot ToKid’ Spy, srypav 7 We diorwr, 
E&p’ dpiavrov deis, df) pévos Bopéov, 

xalper’, ya 3 ipas nat dwobvijonwv émBoiynv 
atOis drat, xopupai warpiSos tperépys, 

te wepirpilers warépwy wept ovjpar’ dxavbis, 
cat ce aicboipny toratov aicOdpevos. 


A. W. M. 


XXV. 
LEAR. 


Let it be so;—thy truth then be thy dower; 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night, 

By all the operations of the orbs, 

From whom we do exist and cease to be, 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation messes 

To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 

Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and relieved, 
As thou, my sometime daughter. 


SwaxkesPEaRE, King Lear, I., 1. 


XXyV. 
BAXIAETS. 


Elev: 

ov & dvridepvov riv ddijPeav Séxou- 

pa yap 7d Kaddideyyés jriou o¢Bas, 

pe vunrds Supa ris 0 ‘Exdrns pvoripia, 
ixdous & dmwavras dorépwv reheaddpous, 
ef Svwep apy) téppa 1’ apryras Biov- 
marip oe Opdpas viv dmapvotpat 7d pi) 
Sparpos elvar pnd? ovyyerts ere° 

fy 8 dwérrvords re xandrap eyod 

7a doin’ dxovoe. Kai yap dypios Lins 
sors & shila Saira wadeiav Kpedy, 
mhipepa yaorpbe, doSoxie olerou rpopis 
orépvay mpas auav ef ivov rixou dv 
got rH wor’ dvSpis rode Kdybeion xdpp. 


W. A. B. 


XXVI. 
ALVAR, ZULIMEZ, 


Atv. Hear then my fix’d resolve: I'll linger here 
In the disguise of a Moresco chieftain. 

Zut. Will they not know you? 

Ay. With your aid, friend, I shall unfearingly 
Trust the disguise; and as to my complexion, 
My long imprisonment, the scanty food, 
This scar,—and toil beneath a burning sun 
Have done already half the business for us. 
Add too my youth ;—since last we saw each other, 
Manhood has swoln my chest, and taught my voice 
A hoarser note.—Besides, they think me dead ; 
And what the mind believes impossible, 
The bodily sense is slow to recognise. 

Zon. 'Tis yours, sir, to command, mine to obey. 


Coreriper, Remorse, I., 1. 


XXVI. 
AABAPOZ, TIAIAATOTOS. 


AA, “Axove roivuy § BeBovdcvpar roreiv 
&8ds dvaxros Mavpixod twos orohiy 
pévoup” dv evs" - 

TIA, iw 8 dpa yaoi o’, dvat; 

AA. GAN obK oxvijow, of & droupyig, pide, 
8drp te micwvos* dvbos ab xpords epoi, 
mohiv xpdvov Seopoior nai cirov omdver 
fuvdvre ppod8ov* év mévowr 8 Atos 
préyav sraOpioow, 78 obdyi F dpa 
7189 Bpaxeias vpv réxvys xpelay dépet, 
oS ad ved{or ety’ &’, add’ qvdpapdvos 
guriv Bapeiay nai pérpov popdiis exw 
toodve, és dyw rav8e oiv xpdvp pohdr. 
wal mpds ye SofdLovow ovx elvai p’ er: 
rret 82 was tis, Fv te vods apryavov 
xpivy, Bpadeiav riotw dpOadpots exew. 

TIA. ody pev rd8’, Svat, evvérew, eudv Se Spav. 


G. A. M. 
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XXVII. 
EVE. 


Sweet is the breath of Morn, her rising sweet, 
With charm of earliest birds ; pleasant the Sun, 
When first on this delightful land he spreads 
His orient beams on herb, tree, fruit and flower 
Glistering with dew ; fragrant the fertile Earth 
After soft showers ; and sweet the coming-on 
Of grateful Evening mild: then silent Night 
With this her solemn bird, and this fair Moon, 
And these the gems of Heaven, her starry train. 
But neither breath of Morn when she ascends 
Nor glistering starlight without thee is sweet. 


Mutton, Paradise Lost, IV., 641. 


XXVII. 

AAAA TI MOI TON HAOZ; 
“Ew 7d mvedpa yduxepdv, exxadodod te 
Spvidos @div dvrody* tepxvov 8 Grav 
7a wpira tpds yay Bros omeipy Bédn, 
Badr Ewler S&8pa xavOnpav xdénv 
Spdow te pappaipoveay edxaprov xOdva. 
ordte, 8 én’ alay nat yhuxel’ evoopia 
padaxdv an’ suBpwv: éomépov 1° émnpdrov 
Bdows yhuxeia, WE crmmdy O spds 
Kadiy cedjvnv Kat 768° SpviBos océBas, 
dyourd 7° doteparrdy obpavod arddov. 
GN’ obre mvedpa riv8e reddovons ew 
caive, odfev orepeioay, ovr dotpwv oédas. 


W. M. C. 


XXVIII. 
ULYSSES. 


This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 

Subdue them to the useful and the good. 

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 

Of common duties, decent not to - fail 

In offices of tenderness, and pay 

Meet adoration to my household gods 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail : 

There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners, 
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XXVIII. 
OATEZETS. 


“O8 dor’ epov 8) oéppa, Pidraros yeyds, 

Tyr€paxos tpiv, bs warpga déferar 

viow ov abt® oxirp’, ewe ndrowWe pev 

Bapwv Siavthav pdyOov, &v xpdvy 8 sums, 

dadropov, ef tt, ip vous spopnfig 

copf reraivew, nami xpnoréryr dyew 

Aerrais Gvnoiv 7° éppvOmopévov porais- 

woyou 8 dyowpos wheiorov exBéBnyx’ Srp 

Sina’ dmapxel tay woot omeddew pdvov, 

és rods dpaipous pndey Adeirew mpérav 

Beovs 7° dydddew cixdrws wapectious 

pod avbvros* epyov 3 dudoir Sixa. 

lev. 

Sppos pev ipiv ride, nagayxwpévov 

vedas tm’ abpiv haihos: domeros 8 éxel 

Odacca toppipoves. vavBdrat pido, 
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94° ULYSSES. 


One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 


TENNYBON. 


OATEZETS. 128 


eire mov és wévroto Bdbos xaradvcdpel’, circ 
"HAvovov wediov xataBnodpel’, vba te vate 
Sioyers *Axtdeds, bs mpiv pefopireev jyiv. 
aide yap &s dru} pévor eumedos ds 7d mdpos wep, 
yatav or ebpeidy 7’ ededigapev OvddAvpadr Te. 
Torre 58 poxOyoavres Spas twes ebyduc? elvar 
—ardvres Spoppootvy pévea tveiovtes éraipor: 
teiper wey paxpds te xpdvos xal Moipa xparaia 
pnidios> Exopev 52 cai &s vnpepréa Bovdijv 
Qyreiv O cipionew te Siapmepés ob8€ wor’ eixew. 
JA. KT. 


XXXVI. 
DOCTOR, ARMGART. 


Docror. News! stirring news to-day! wonders come 
thick. 
Armaart. Yes, thick, thick, thick! and you have murdered 
it! 
Murdered my voice—poisoned the soul in me, 
And kept me living. 
You never told me that your cruel cures 
Were clogging films—a mouldy, dead’ning 
blight— 
A lava-mud to crust and bury me, 
Yet hold me living in a deep, deep tomb, 
Crying unheard for ever! O your cures 
Are devils’ triumphs: you can rob, maim, slay, 
And keep a hell on the other side your cure 
Where you can see your victim quivering 
Between the teeth of torture—see a soul 
124 


XXXVII. 


IATPOZ, APMTAPTA. 


IATP. 7H qoddd KAnSav rg8° & jpepa dpévas 


APM. 


otpoBei, ti 8 obi wavdixws Oavudleras ; 
oipdnpe Kds tpis: add’ daropBeipas epot 
duvnv tadaivy, civtrpopov Wuyi pév ody, 
el? & Bip pw Evwoas, ob Karéxraves ; 
& dj dreyxrov, ob yap éfeires wore 
oa ddppay’ Gre mvvynpa Kal pedaprayh, 
pudavros ds etyiivos dd€Oprov Bd Bos 
amdod 7 éxapBaripos, ob Kexpuppern 
aldy’ ér dy reivoww’ & dowéros mruyais 
dxpavr’ det yodoa: ped tahaw’ ey. 
dn yap "EpéBe spoodépe vinny ra od 
ob KadXiixov, ei Bpotods ovdav, Kaxodv, 
kteivew mdpeott, To 8 dxéoparos mépa 
xaipes Oday’ éxPotov cicopav Stas 
areppais tis oixtpas mypovais aixiferat, 
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GEORGE ELIOT, ARMGART. 


Made keen by loss—all anguish with a good 
Once known and gone! O misery, misery! 
You might have killed me, might have let mesleep 
After my happy day and wake—not here! 
In some new unremembered world—not here, 
When all is faded, flat, a feast broke off— 
Banners all meaningless—exulting words 
Dull, dull—a drum that lingers in the air 
Beating to melody which no man hears. 
GeorcE Exiot, Armgart, Sc. 4. 
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SeSiypevos pev Bvpadr of’ dareorépn, 
Gdyav 82 was ris Sifror’ SdBias rixns 
jw dlye, viv 3 gxwxev ofpor por Kaxdv. 
el yap xarékras p> el yap elacds p’ ere 
mévav dyevotov Brépapa cupBadeiv trve, 
karat’ dvoitat, tied dadkevor yOovds, 
AjOy ovvodcay aor’ exel ordpyew Biov, 
pn® ddd Lav add dravOjoavtd mas 
Saipwr dpavpot rdvra: tdya yap mpéme 
Boirms dxafpors edxdeots draddayais, 
Kpdrovs dovjpos ojpacw, xaprots dédyous 
olay wep mpBruve ms efaidvys xapdv, 
cat 8) paratos Tupmdver dpdypaow 
davatov avrnxovot 5a xpdvov pédos. 


R.A. N. 


XXXVI 
MALEFOBRT. 


Have I so far lost 
A father’s power, that I must give account 
Of my actions to my son? or must I plead 
As a fearful prisoner at the bar, while he 
That owes his being to me sits a judge 
To censure that, which only by myself 
Ought to be question’d? Mountains sooner fall 
Beneath their valleys and the lofty pine 
Pay homage to the bramble, or what else is 
Preposterous in nature, ere my tongue 
In one short syllable yield satisfaction 
To any doubt of thine; nay, though it were 
A certainty disdaining argument! 
Since, though my deeds wore hell's black livery, 
To thee they should appear triumphal robes, 
Set off with glorious honour, thou being bound 
To see with my eyes, and to hold that reason, 
That takes or birth or fashion from my will. 


Massincer, The Unnatural Combat, II., 1. 
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XXXVIII. 
ANA. 


*Ap’ dort ppoddov warpds dpxaiov yépas 
cai Set pe madi tod Blov Sodvar Adyov ; 
4 wat Araiow mpoorpéras gevyew Sinqy ; 
xpivovros Somep tus ef éyod yeyas 
dr ainara: tadrd po Sv xarfyopos 
bp0ds dv einv adris 4 KodSels Bporav. 
adyor 88 wedip tpdrepor eficoiaro, : 
xapai re Odpvav tos alyeipov déBp, 
yévorro & et 1. rav8e Karomdrepor, 
mpiv pipa ddoKxew opixpov 7 Tw’ eis Kpiow 
Adyav podeiy pe ofs y’ broias wépt, 
el xdov’ édéyxov xpiipa Kupuirepov. 
el yap rd8° epya pvoapa kaoeBéotar’ Fv 
oruyr@ wepiBhyPérvra Taprdpov oxérp 
got yoov Soxely xpqv orépavov ebxreias dépew 
tov Kaddvixov: Kat yap é€ icov oe Set 
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J. A. 8. 
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XXXIX. 
THE LOST LOVE. 


She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 

A Maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love: 


A Violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye! 
Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 


She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be; 

But she is in her grave, and oh, 
The difference to me! 


‘Worpsworta. 
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XXXIX. 
ENITA®IO“. 


Nat’ aBdrows ey d8oicr mapa xpyvaoe TMedetas, 
tavpos aivnry, tavporéporor didn. 

Advfavev olov tov rapa deynuaddei wérpy- 
Fv xady, of dorip podvos Aappe rode. 

dyvas piv Cderxer émi xOovds, 0082 Bavoica 
«> 


Ry pede moddois, GAN’ enot, docor poi. 
A. W. M. 
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XL. 
THE LEA RIG. 


When o’er the hill the eastern star 
Tells bughtin’ time is near, my jo; 
An’ owsen frae the furrow’d field 
Return sae dowf and weary, O; 
Down by the burn, where scented birks 
Wi’ dew are hanging clear, my jo, 
Tl meet thee on the lea rig, 
My ain kind dearie, O. 


In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 
TIl rove, an’ ne’er be eerie, O, 
If thro’ that glen I gaed to thee, 
My ain kind dearie, O. 
Although the night was ne’er sae wild, 
An’ I were ne’er sae wearie, O, 
Tl meet thee on the lea rig, 
My ain kind dearie, O. 
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XL. 
KOMOX. 


"Aotpov ox’ agov rd obomepov dpe én’: dxpy 
dvrédhov onyaive dyew tori twidiov otas, 
dpyahéw 8 in’ apérpw Ska pdda reipdyevos Bas 
Sereivds cradpdvde worépyerat avdaxa dela, 
vdparos 6xOnow réxa 8) dag add mda 
thpixopor mredéar Aurapg réyyovrar éépoy, 

reidE oor dvracd ewpéivos én’ dvBeudertos. 

# pay wal oxordevra Sv doen vunrds dwpi 
Grpeords Kev eyav Kat pvos édv wep ddopar, 
ai xa riva 8 doe euav mor epatid’ ixotpav. 
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THE LEA RIG. 


The hunter lo’es the morning sun, 
To rouse the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 
Along the burn to steer, my jo; 
Gi’e me the hour o’ gloamin’ grey 
It mak’s my heart sae cheery, O, 
To meet thee on the lea rig, 
My ain kind dearie, O. 
. Burns. 


KOMOX. 135 


*Adduos 7d ror’ SpOpov edipepos dvix’ dvioxer, 
tavix’ 6 Onpevras edddus didret efaveyeipew- 
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A. P. 


XLL 
BEATRICE. 


I do entreat you, go not, noble guests ; 

What, although tyranny and impious hate 

Stand sheltered by a father’s hoary hair : 

What, if ’tis he who clothed us in these limbs 
Who tortures them, and triumphs? What, if we, 
The desolate and the dead, were his own flesh, 

His children and his wife, whom he is bound 

To love and shelter? Shall we therefore find 

No refuge in this merciless wide world ? 

Oh, think what deep wrongs must have blotted out 
First love, then reverence in a child’s prone mind, 
Till it thus vanquish shame and fear! Oh think! 

I have borne much, and kissed the sacred hand 
Which crushed us to the earth, and thought its stroke 


Was perhaps some paternal chastisement ! 
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XLL 
IIAI% TYPANNOT. 
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188 SHELLEY, THE CENCI. 


Have excused much, doubted; and’ when no doubt 

Remained, have sought by patience, love, and tears 
To soften him, and when this could not be 

I have knelt down through the long sleepless nights 
And lifted up to God, the Father of all, 

Passionate prayers: and when these were not heard, 
I have still borne,—until I meet you here, 

Princes and kinsmen, at this hideous feast, 

Given at my brothers’ deaths. 


Sueuiey, The Cenci, I., 3. 


TIAIZ, TTPANNOT. 
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G. R. W. 
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XLII. 
MANOA. 


Come, come; no time for lamentation now, 

Nor much more cause, Samson hath quit himself 
Like Samson, and heroically hath finished 

A life heroic, on his enemies 

Fully revenged—hath left them years of mourning, 
And lamentation to the sons of Caphtor 

Through all Philistian bounds: to Israel 

Honour hath left and freedom, let but them 

Find courage to lay hold on this occasion ; 

To himself and father’s house eternal fame ; 

And, which is best and happiest yet, all this 
With God not parted from him, as was feared, 
But favouring and assisting to the end. 


Mitton, Samson Agonistes. 


140 


XLII. 


MANOA. 
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XLIT. 
PHZEDRA. 


O women, O sweet people of this land, 

O goodly city and pleasant ways thereof, 

And woods with pasturing grass and great well-heads, 
And hills with light and night between your leaves, 
And winds with sound and silence in your lips, 

And earth and water and all immortal things, 

I take you to my witness what I am. 

There is a god about me like as fire, 

Sprung whence, who knoweth, or hath heart to say? 
A god more strong than whom slain beasts can soothe 
Or honey, or any spilth of blood-like wine, 

Nor shall one please him with a whitened brow 

Nor wheat nor wool nor aught of plaited leaf. 

For like my mother am I stung and slain, 

And round my cheeks have such red malady, 

And on my lips such fire and foam as hers. 


Swinsurne, Phedra. 
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XL. 
@AIAPA. 
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XLIV. 
CROSSING THE BAR. 


Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 
And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 
But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound or foam, 
When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 
Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 
And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark ; 
For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The tide may bear me far, 
I hope to meet my pilot face to face, 
When I have crost the bar. 
TENNYSON. 
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XLIV. 
BIOT ATNTOS ATYAI. 
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A. W. M 
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XLV. 
MESSENGER. 


Occasions drew me early to this city; 

And, as the gates I entered with sunrise, 

The morning trumpets festival proclaim’d 

Through each high street. Little I had dispatched, 
When all abroad was rumour’d that this day 
Samson should be brought forth, to show the people 
Proof of his mighty strength in feats and games. 

I sorrowed at his captive state, but minded 

Not to be absent at that spectacle. 

The building was a spacious theatre 

Half round, on two main pillars vaulted high, 

With seats where all the lords, and each degree 

Of sort, might sit in order to behold. 

The other side was open, where the throng 

On banks and scaffolds under sky might stand: 

I among these aloof obscurely stood. 

The feast and noon grew high, and sacrifice 

Had filled their hearts with mirth, high cheer, and wine, 
When to their sports they turn’d. 


Mitton, Samson Agonistes. . 
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XLV. 


AITEAOS. 
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XLVI. 
THE BASTARD, KING JOHN. 


All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds out 
But Dover Castle: London hath receiv’d, 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 
Would not my lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 
They found him dead and cast into the streets, 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn’d hand was robbed and ta’en 
away. 
SHAKESPEARE, King John, V., 1. 
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XLVI. 
NO@OS, BASIAETS. 
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NO®. 
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XLVII. 
SONG. 


When I am dead, my dearest, 
Sing no sad songs for me ; 
Plant thou no roses at my head, 
Nor shady cypress tree. 
Be the green grass above me 
With showers and dewdrops wet ; 
And if thou wilt, remember, 
And if thou wilt, forget. 


I shall not see the shadows, 
I shall not feel the rain ; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain ; 
And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set, 
Haply I may remember, 
And haply may forget. 
C. G. Rossgrti. 
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XLVI. 
AH@H AOMOI. 
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XLVI. 
CASSIUS. 


I cannot tell what you and other men 

Think of this life; but for my single self, 

I had as lief not be as live to be 

In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

I was born free as Cesar: so were you: 

We both have fed as well, and we can both 

Endure the winter’s cold as well as he: 

For once upon a raw and gusty day, 

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 

Cesar said to me, “ Dar’st thou, Cassius, now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood 

And swim to yonder point?” Upon the word, 

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar’d; and we did buffet it 

With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy ; 

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d, 

Cesar cried, “Help me, Cassius, or I sink”. 
SHaKEsPEaRE, Julius Caesar, 1, 2. 
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XLVIII. 
KAzzIO“. 
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XLIX. 
ARBACES, MARDONIUS. 


Be you my witness, earth, 

Need I to brag? Doth not this captive prince 
Speak me sufficiently, and all the acts 
That I have wrought upon his suffering land? 
Should I then boast? Where lies that foot of ground, 
Within his whole realm, that I have not past, 
Fighting and conquering? Far then from me 
Be ostentation. I could tell the world, 
How I have laid his kingdom desolate, 
By this sole arm, propp’d by divinity : 
Stript him out of his glories; and have sent 
The pride of all his youth to people graves; 
And made his virgins languish for their loves; 
If I would brag. Should I, that have the power 
To teach the neighbour world humility, 
Mix with vain-glory ? 

Indeed, this is none! 
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XLIX. 
APBAKH%, MAPAONIOZ. 
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156 A KING AND NO KING. 


Ars. Tigranes, no: did I but take delight 
To stretch my deeds as others do, on words, 
I could amaze my hearers. 

Mar. So you do. 

Ars. But he shall wrong me and my modesty, 
That thinks me apt to boast. 


Beaumont AND Fiercuer, A King and no King, I., 1. 
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APB. ov Sir’, eet Oédovros é& dAdwv rpdrov 
Go’ éérpata wdvra 8) orovynyopeiv, 
od opixpdr, tof, dv Oaipa rov Kdvovr’ éxor. 
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L. 
“LIFE IS ONE.” 


Which when these heard, 

The might of gentleness so conquered them, 
The priests themselves scattered their altar-flames 
And flung away the steel of sacrifice : 
And through the land next day passed a decree 
Proclaimed by criers, and in this wise graved 
On rock and column: “Thus the King’s will is :— 
There hath been slaughter for the sacrifice 
And slaying for the meat: but henceforth none 
Shall spill the blood of life, nor taste of flesh, 
Seeing that knowledge grows, and life is one, 
And mercy cometh to the merciful.” - 
So ran the edict, and from those days forth 
Sweet peace hath spread between all living kind, 
Men and the beasts which serve him, and the birds, 
On all those banks of Gunga where our Lord 
Taught with his saintly pity and soft speech. 

E. Arnotp, Light of Asia, Book V. 
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L 
ATITPA IEPA. 
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LI. 
THE SILENT VOICES. 


When the dumb hour, clothed in black, 
Brings the dreams about my bed, 
Call me not so often back, 
Silent voices of the dead, 
Toward the lowland ways behind me, 
And the sunlight that is gone! 
Call me rather, silent voices, 
Forward to the starry track 
Glimmering up the heights beyond me, 
On, and always on! 

“ TENNYSON. 
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®ONAI A®ONOI. 
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LII. 
ATALANTA. 


Lo now, see 
If one of all you these things vex at all. 
Would God that any of you had all the praise, 
And I no manner of memory when I die, 
So might I show before her perfect eyes 
Pure, whom I follow, a maiden to my death.— 
But for the rest let all have all they will: 
For is it a grief to you that I have part, 
Being woman merely, in your male might and deeds 
Done by main strength? Yet in my body is throned 
As great a heart, and in my spirit, O men, 
I have not less of godlike. Evil it were 
That one a coward should mix with you, one hand 
Fearful, one eye abase itself; and these 
Well might ye hate and well revile, not me. 


SwinBuRne, Atalanta in Calydon, 
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LIL 
ATAAANTA., 


Ei & ot ris spar Svodddas pepe ride, 

dporo wdvr’ erawov doris dv Gedy. 

éyd 82 wérpy xarOdvop dvovipy, 

keivns gaveio’ dacoicr Seoroivns epiis 

dyvoiow adpuis Siarehovo’” gor’ dv Odve. 

td 8 GN éxacros ola Bovderar pépor. 

F ydp ms ddytvour’ dy éwody sr 

Epyav yu wep obo" exw Kowwviay, 

émot Spdcar’ dvdpes dvdpeip oOéver ; 

GN’ E€erar nal r7Se Kapdiav Opdcos, 

SvBpes, peer & icdbeov ev dppeoiv ri por 

odx Fooov ipav. Kal yap obx dvexrdv ef 

dpiv ovvein tiv Bpordy Sadrdss diow 

els, xelp dvadxis, dup’ dvavdpiay Bdérov— 

tair &Saroic dv: rapa 8 gor’ dare. 
JAS. 
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LIL 
ANIMULAE FUGACIL 
[On a Portrait.) 


Beautiful, unattainable and free, 
This nymph, the Muses’ and the Graces’ child, 
That of her arts the Cyprian had beguiled 
Haunted the groves and streams of Arcady ; 
Or by the caverns of the Western Sea 
She meditated music, fierce or mild 
While to the rhythm of ocean, calm or wild 
Her soul attuned its passionate harmony. 
And oft, beneath the pitiless eye of dawn, 
The early shepherd, summoned by the shrill 
Persuasive pipe of Pan, beside the rill 
Halting his flock, ’twixt parted reeds would see 
Her fugitive vision soon, too soon, withdrawn, 
And count that moment immortality. 

J. D. Symon. 
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LIIL 
OX EN TPAAIS IITPEMOTSA. 


°Q oxi’ dOuxrov xaipe wapbévov Kadijs, 
Xapirev dirwov réxvopa nat Movody Oddos* 
od ydp tor’, olwat, KimpiSos Oedxripia 
Khépao’ evares pedpar’ "Apkddwv xOovds 
vdrras te cepvds, H “rt Tay "Athavrixdv 
Aipvdv ta’ dvrpous rouxid’ Vpaiwes pédn, 
7a pev tpoagdorr’ oi8udrav pubug, 7a 88 
Reve} yadivy Karpios jppoopéva, 
cauris én’ évrohaior auvrdvou ppevds. 
kal w6)d’, dvourov ds Edapn” SpOpov oédas, 
Tony ris add@ Iavds ebreBods dyer 
KhnOeis mpds dypovs, moipviov foais dpa 
éxérxey jvix’ é&v Sdvatw EBdere 
gavev odv Sos, alpa 3 Aparopévor, 
eds 8 Sav erijober’ abris dy Oeds. 

J. D. S. 
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LIV. 
SOHRAB AND RUSTUM. 


As when some hunter in the spring hath found 

A breeding eagle sitting on her nest, 

Upon the craggy isle of a hill-lake, 

And pierced her with an arrow as she rose, 
And follow’d her to find her where she fell 

Far off;—anon her mate comes winging back 

From hunting, and a great way off descries 

His huddling young left sole; at that, he checks 

His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps 

Circles above his eyry, with loud screams 

Chiding his mate back to her nest; but she 

Lies dying, with the arrow in her side, 

In some far stony gorge out of his ken, 

A heap of fluttering feathers—never more 

Shall the lake glass her, flying over it : 

Never the black and dripping precipices 

Echo her stormy scream as she sails by— 

As that poor bird flies home, nor knows its loss, 

So Rustum knew not his own loss, but stood 

Over his dying son, and knew him not. 


M. ArRnoxp. 
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LXIV. 
OTK EIAOT’ OTK EIA. 


“Os dre Onpevris Eapos véov icrapévowo 
aierbv dpriréxov réruy dexeerow emotoay 
obpeias Aipyns vow ee Tamadoéooy * 
tiv 8) dp’ dvarrapérny Bad’ aad vevpadw dioTG 
kat Kateperopérny, Sov dv méoy, vO) peraddG, 
tmddoe padpevos* tore vooricas amd Ojpys 
aterds HAO oivevvos, éxas 8’ evénoe veooaors 
powvous werrmaras* adap trepov abrix’ émérxe 
ofoy dvunbels, kat brép hexdwv Bpaxvdivns 
auKva mepuxdd{er kat dvediLovrs oixars 
dyxahel fy ddoxov GAN’ 4 pdda Thre Kaduis 
rei’ BdiyoSpavdove’, Frap BePnuén ¥, 
& aorugedg tur Biooy drdmpoht, ob rporiérre, 
xa twacodpevov mrepdev Sduas. ovdxére hipvyn 
wiv y! brepurrapény piproerat, obxére mpives 
prdardor Svogepoi x’ dvrnyijoovow exeivns 
Khayyi xepepin tapepeacopérns treptyerow. 
ds 6 rddas Kaxdv ob tporiwcodpuevos Sdpov FdOev, 
&s rére kal ‘Piotov audi OrijcKovrs BeBrKer 
madi warip, ddécas Se édv ydvov oddiy dvéyvu. 
A. W. M. 
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iky. 
AXEIE USA EELLSAE 2. 


Ary Os thoy comevier, tia. beture cor sped 


We, 


Wort iv thy orecie dates. gem to make ives. 
A449 Neteny izusoatel Thy iord and dima 
May Gory in the aes of a mead 
bod by ber passion; but the conqmest is 
Nephing ws great a wicked Fly away! 
JA my vnumand force thee to that, which shame 
Wild do witheat it. If thou understood’st 
The Smthed office thou hast undergone, 
Why, this wouldst hide thee under heaps of hills, 
Sant men should dig and find thee. 

Oh, what god, 
Angry with men, hath sent this strange disease 
Into the noblest minds? Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
‘To wou, for which they are not seen to swell : 
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BE 


LXV. 


APE@OTZA, BEAAAPION, 


70 pnxavoppdd’, bs mpiv 4 pOoyyijs xpareiv 


pevdis dariipyes wais &’ dv vy omapydvas, 

Adyav te Khémms Kas Tov eb7On Bpordv 

mpoddrns mepuxcs, eLokwduiay zupi 

Oeppod Képyv épwros éxxopsadlere, 

ei xdpmos gar’, airds re Sermdrns re ods. 

kairo. tis Gyxos éott mhnv tavoupyias ; 

pp’ éxrodav obv, Kai Kedevotons épod 

8 Kdxédevorros add’ dy aicxivys y’ tro 

Spans ov, Spacov: ei yap éfymicraco 

ds aloyp’ iméorns dpriws tmppereiv, 

otro. oe xpimrew ds dy éfjpxer ddpos 

pH 84 0° dpitas tis tor’ éfedpy Bporav. 

otpoe: 

tis 8) Oedv Bporoiow dpywbeis vdow 

emdryke naw) ride Bedricrav dpévas ; 

108’ ov, yivat, mpoobeica Toipov abfdves 

Gryos tovotrev dowep bv ordlovo’ dDwp 

és rv Oddaocav obdev etoyxois mdéov. 
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200 BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER, PHILASTER 


My lord hath struck his anger through my heart. 
And let out all the hope of future joys. 

You need not bid me fly: I came to part, 

To take my latest leave. Farewell for ever! 


BEAUMONT AND Fietcuer, Philaster, IIL, 2. 


BEAAAPION. 201 


eye yap épyq Seomdrov twemdyypévos 
mpos xapSiav dmetrov eloact yapdy- 
dor’ év mepioog y' ei duyeiv pe vovbercis, 
Goris ye péMAw Kal wapdv o° dordlopat 
7d doicbuov 51 Kovror’ abfis dorepov. 
A. P. 


Nao. 


Nao. 
ALE. 


LXVL 
ALHADRA, NAOMI 


. This night your chieftain armed himself, 


And hurried from me. But I followed him 
At distance, till I saw him enter—there. 
The cavern ? 


. Yes, the mouth of yonder cavern. 


After a while I saw the son of Valdez 
Rush by with flaring torch: he likewise entered. 
There was another and a longer pause; 
And once, methought, I heard the clash of swords! 
And soon the son of Valdez reappeared : 
He flung his torch towards the moon in sport, 
And seemed as he were mirthful! I stood listening, 
Impatient for the footsteps of my husband! 
Thou called’st him ? 

I crept into the cavern. 
‘Twas dark and very silent. 
[Then wildly.] What saidst thou? 
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NA. 
AA. 


NA. 


LXVI. 
AAAAAPA, NAOMIOZ. 


"Ev vurti yap 798’ éahicas fide xépa 
6 tayds tpav écovOn Sdépwv diro* 
kdyd tdédaw’ drobev torépy wodt 
€orexov, gor’ éxeio’ dpavros eicéBy. 
was dys, yivar; omjdaov F déyes rd8e 3 
ordpidv y’ és abré: 8a xpdvov 8 ’Opddvios 
rapite Bide xeph Mpwovowr $épar, 
éow 8 &Bn Kdxeivos: ea Si) todbs 
épol wapnOev éxros éordon xpévos. 
fupiv 8 Bot’ &v G8 eraroGdobar rior. 
Eide 8 adits ciféws ’Opddrios, 
kdppupe tailwv 48a mpds tov obpaydy, 
ihapG 7’ eginer: cat xapadoxota’ eyo 
Euipvor, dvSpos ei Krvou’ euod Bdow. 
} wat apooeizas ; 

élr’ és dvtpov eiprvaa: 
Avyaia rdvdov wdvra Kat ovynra 87. 
aiai 
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COLERIDGE, REMORSE. 


No! No! I did not dare call, Isidore, 
Lest I should hear no answer! A brief while, 
Belike, I lost all thought and memory 
Of that for which I came! After that pause, 
O Heaven! I heard a groan, and followed it : 
And yet another groan, which guided me 
Into a strange recess—and there was light, 
A hideous light! his torch lay on the ground ; 
Its flame burnt dimly o’er a chasm’s brink : 
I spake: and while I spake, a feeble groan 
Came from that chasm ! it was his last! his death- 
groan ! 
Co.eriper, Remorse, IV., 3. 


AAAAAPA, 

tt dys tor’, & dépcte; Tovvop’ odSapas 
xadely vw érdnv, py Adyov tor’ obSéva 

&r’ dvraxotoaip’* ds 8’ gouxev, els Bpaxydv 
dpevav amréorny, pvnotw ovK éxove’ ere 
Sv obver’ #Oov: xadis ds Cuppwv xupa, 
orévayp’ dxotcac’, & tdédaw’, eprw médas* 
élr’ Gddo pds 7G8’ és puyav mpoiye pe 
Savdv tw’, of dds Svcbdarov Fy ideiv, 
xopat mecovons apmddos Bady pddya. 
kat riod’ evepbe xdop’ Bodo’ epbeyédunr, 
opixpav 8 Spot Kdrwbev elorjxove’ dra, 
orévayp’ amoppryvivros ds ‘twos Biov. 


G. A. M. 


LXVIL 
TANTALUS. 


Night after night, 
While all the halls were still, and the cold stars 
Were fading into dawn, I lay awake 
Distraught with warring thoughts, my throbbing brain 
Filled with that dreadful voice. I had not shrunk 
From blood, but this, the strong son of my youth— 
How should I dare this thing? And all day long 
I would steal from sight of him and men, and fight 
Against the dreadful thought, until the voice 
Seared all my burning brain, and clamoured “ Kill! 
Zeus bids thee, and be happy”. Then I rose 
At midnight, when the halls were still, and raised 
The arras, and stole soft to where my son 
Lay sleeping. For one moment on his face 
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LXVII. 
TANTAAOZ. 


"Ex vuxrds és vier’, ebre mdvra Sépara 
avy) Kareixe xafirpov dorépwy 
és yap 75 déyyos jpavifero, 
xeipny ditmvos, dpovridwv Svoxeipepy 
orpéBy careswr, xHd’ epeSpevove’ eri 
gov}, ppedv olorpyya, Svognpos moc. 
od’ F pdvov yap mpdcde dunjoas, Td Se 
tov && euod ye warpds vidv ddxipov 
xtavely yeyara, més 168’ dv trainy éyd ; 
ovK Fy dvexrdv, Kat téws mavipepos 
xeivdv Te Kal rods mdvras dvOperous opod 
dmonros éféorny dv és 7’ &vavriav 
yrdpny Erewov, $Oéypa mpiv mupoupévny 
@orpnce rv ppd’ SS emomépxov ropiis 
otros, ri péddes; Kal oe yap Kravety Beds 
abrés xedever kal xravdvt’ ebdaipovelv. 
xd tav8’ dvactds, ebppdvny peony Kata, 
ds Say’ doiya, kai ra waparerdopara 
dpas épéprw &) 168 jovxas drov 

* edSav 6 mais éxevro: Kat Bpaxiv ypdvov 
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208 TANTALUS. 


And stalwart limbs I gazed, and marked the rise 
And fall of his young breast, and the soft plume 
Which drooped upon his brow, and felt a thrill 
Of yearning; but the cold voice urging me 
Burned me like fire. Three times I gazed and turned 
Irresolute, till last it thundered at me, 
“Strike, fool! thou art in hell; strike, fool! and loose 
The burden of thy chains”. Then with slow step 
I crept as creeps the tiger on the deer, 
Raised high my arm, shut close my eyes, and plunged 
My dagger in his heart. 

Lewis Morris, Epic of Hades. 


TANTAAOX. 
mpdowmov abrod mpara yuid 7’ ddcipa 
orépvov re mdéddov mvedparw tradippdos 
a0p& mapactds, Bootpixous te paBaxors 
oir’ éoxiafov Gppa, civ 8 oixrov Bédos 
Xapei mpds aap Ocpysy, 7 38 vpreis 
govi p’ énelyovo’ ola wip érépheyev. 
kal tpis pev dbpa, tpis 8’ drerrpddny wadkw 
7 Spav droxvav, gor’ éOdvée rédos- 
& péipe, nai yap roimpoi o° "Epuwies 
OnpGor, naicov, Seydrav draddayyv. 
évraidda 8%) xpudaiov efoppav 1éda 
én’ dagov ds Mew ris elroppwpevos, 
tod 7° émdpas xelpa Kat picas réxvov 


mrevpas épeidw pdoryavov Siapmepes. 
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LXVIIL 
TITHONUS. 


The woods decay, the woods decay and fall, 
The vapours weep their burthen to the ground, 
Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath, 
And after many a summer dies the swan. 

Me only cruel immortality 

Consumes: I wither slowly in thine arms, 
Here at the quiet limit of the world, 

A white-hair'd shadow roaming like a dream 
The ever-silent spaces of the East, 

Far-folded mists,, and gleaming halls of morn. 


Alas! for this grey shadow, once a man— 

So glorious in his beauty and thy choice, 

Who madest him thy chosen, that he seem'd 

To his great heart none other than a God! 

I ask’d thee, “Give me immortality ”. 

Then did’st thou grant mine asking with a smile, 

Like wealthy men who care not how they give. 
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LXVIII. 
TI@QNOZ. 


Diver pev Ty Kat zitve ddddrwv ydvos, 
téyye 8 yaiay Saxpiwv védn Spdow- 
Bporoi yias dpodot, mdyxowov rddov, 
Ovjone te Kixvos Todvérns wep dv Tédos. 
epot 82 povvp pijror’ éxredetv Blov 
&veype Moipa, xai 768° Godoy Sduas 
Bpadtas ev dyxddaicr cais abaiverar 
Tols jovxours réppacw yaias mépi- 
ond § ddapar revadOpi€, dverpos as, 
xépous ddedvous, tas mpds dvrohas mhdxas, 
wrixas O épsyhav, &O “Ew daprpot Sdpor. 
$5, get, 
Gs elute xamvov viv ond, aply dv dip 
Bp teOndas Kai xdpw riv ofv did, 
ov ydp p’ eripas dare 8) ppovdv péya 
at rois Beoict p’ éfirody erdnv eye. 
trea Sapov Sore pH Oavetv rote, 
ouvyvecas 8€ tadra pediao’ epoi, 
ds mrovords ris apOdvy SiSods epi. 
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212 TITHONUB. 


But thy strong Hours indignant work’d their wills, 
And beat me down and marr’d and wasted me, 
And tho’ they could not end me, left me maim’d 
To dwell in presence of immortal youth, 

Immortal age beside immortal youth, 


And all I was, in ashes. 
TENNYSON. 


TI@QONOY. 
érel 8 E&Bvoxépawov ioxupai rd8e 


"Opa, Stéxvady pe xaowddouv Karas 
xa 4Sorjv, Biav ye \upavrnpiav. 

GAN ob ydp abrais Fu Oduis p dropBica 
Séuas papavber BS’ evrov, dor’ eve 
yépovr’ aOdvarov, Frep ody GBn POive, 
ovliy, dxpas ris tpdcbe dpdarcpévov. 


J. H. 
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LXIX. 
MARY STUART. 


Sirs, whom by strange constraint I stand before, 

My lords, and not my judges, since no law 

Can hold to mortal judgment answerable 

A princess free-born of all courts on earth, 

I rise not here to make response as one 

Responsible toward any for my life 

Or of mine acts accountable to man, 

Who see none higher save only God in heaven: 

I am no natural subject of your land 

That I should here plead as a criminal charged, 

Nor in such wise appear I now; I came 

On your queen’s faith to seek in England help 

By troth-plight pledged me; where by promise-breach 

I am even since then her prisoner held in ward : 

Yet, understanding by report of you 

Some certain things I know not of to be 

Against me brought on record, by my will 

I stand content to hear and answer these. 
Swinsurne, Mary Stuart, IIL, 1. 
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LXIX. 
BAZIAEIA. 


"0 yijs dvaxres, ob yap ody xpuras Neyo, 
mdpey ev inv Sei dvayxacbeica 57° 
mBs yap vopos nis dv xricer baéyyvov 
Bporév Sixars dvagcay iris bv Kup 
yeyaoa Bvyrév dof imeppipew BpaBéwv. 
ob8e 8 dvacrac’ dvrepi of’, dowep et 
olwvmep Lav Fv trevOuvos Bporois, 
4 "pol mpooyxe mpdfewv Soivar déSyov 
pndey Prerotoy mhiv Oeods bmdptepor: 
od’ aS y&ea modins els dpas TAD 
dof ds ravoipyos &OdS airiay exew, 
0d ob Toatryn viv Sixny eiodpxopai- 
BMov § dvdvoy rics moreioaca yijs, 
byroia’ dpwyiy aryyenpérqy enol, 
tavrys 8 dpaprotc’ eifis epxerw cuviv. 
Spins 8 dxotcac’ Svmep ob oivodd rw 
Sienv Aaxdvr’ eyedfuar’ eyypdiypar twa 
otépyw 7° dxovew xdvrape(BeOar Oérw. 
G. R. M. 
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LXx. 
SONG. 


Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, 

Ca’ them whaur’ the heather grows, 

Ca’ them whaur’ the burnie rows, - 
My bonnie dearie. 


Hark the mavis’ evening sang 
Sounding Clouden’s woods amang, 
Then a-faulding let us gang 

My bonnie dearie. 


We'll gae doun by Clouden’s side 

Thro’ the hazels spreading wide, 

O’er the waves that sweetly glide, 
To the moon sae clearly. 


Yonder Clouden’s silent towers 
When at moonshine midnight hours, 
O’er the dewy bending flowers 
Fairies dance sae cheerie, 
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LXxXXx. 
KOMOZ. 


Tyvet pav a épeixa dv’ dpea xara réOade 
rave cai 7d Kataxés DSwp Kedadevva xarappel* 
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pias orABoioas perovinria, tal Apuddés te 
dvBeor yabeioat Spocepois xopsv dpricSovrat. 
és 7a xardvrn Tiva yeddopa Boone ra pha. 
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SONG. 


Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear, 
Thou’rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near 

My bonnie dearie. 


Fair and lovely as thou art 
Thou hast stow’n my very heart. 
I can die but canna part 

My bonnie dearie. 


While waters wimple to the sea 

While day blinks in the lift sae hie, 

Till clay cauld death shall blin’ my e’e 
Ye aye shall be my dearie. 


Burns. 


KOMOX. 219 
ob pay of ‘Exdray tpopdes ovr’ dv ri ya Mops, 
ds dita doot Geoior nal ds pidder o” "Adpodira 
donnOis 8€ rus f+ tiv 8 ob Kandy iferar obdé. 

as ra Kardvrn riva yedhopa Booxe Ta pra. 
& vipda xapleroa, 7d ipepsev roPopedoa, 
ds Bov ads nada hol, ds tas dpévas éfahamdyOyv. 
ob8€ Ke TeOvycs toxa reds, "Apapvddi, afoipay* 
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Gs Ta xardvrn riva yeddopa Béoxe Ta pra. 
W. M. C. 


LXXI. 
CANTERBURY. 


Therefore doth Heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 
Obedience ; for so work the honey bees, 
Creatures, that by a rule in Nature teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king and officers of sorts ; 
While some, like magistrates, correct at home, 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds ; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor. 

Swaxkesprare, King Henry V., I., 2. 


LXXxI. 
IEPETS. 


Tovyap Oeds ra mpdypar’ eifivev Bporois 
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S8oumopotow oixad’ cis otparryisa. 

G. Cc. M. 
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Hen. 


Kine. 


LXXIl. 
HELENA, KING. 


What I can do can do no hurt to try, 

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy : 

He that of greatest works is finisher 

Oft does them by the weakest minister : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

When judges have been babes; great floods have 
flown 

From simple sources; and great seas have dried, 

When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there 

Where most it promises; and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 

I must not hear thee; fare thee well, kind maid; 

Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid: 

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
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LXXIL 
EAENH, BAXIAET%. 
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224 ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


Hew. Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d: 
It is not so with Him that all things knows, 
As ‘tis with us that square our guess by shows; 
But most it is presumption in us, when 
The help of Heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, ‘to my endeavours give consent : - 
Of Heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impostor, that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim; 
But know I think, and think I know most sure, 
My art is not past power, nor you past cure. 

Swaxespears, Al’s Well that Ends Well, I1., 1. 


EAENH. 


EA. odrw Swappet tax Oedv Swpijpara 
Aébyous BraBérra: rod 82 mdv6’ spwpévov 
od 870’ Spoids dort rod Ards tpdros 
XIpy, érendlovoew ex trav oxnpdtov. 
Gp’ odx bBpiloudv ye rére pddto6’ Grav 
Bporév rape riv Oedv éerdpxerw ; 
GdX’ eixaf’, dvat, daapoton por rdde, 
tod Saipovos meipay od pnd eyod daar. 
yons pev obK eyurye Tod Képmov xdpw 
dmepxdtas abyotoa tod abvous épa. 
GAN’ ds duol civoiSa KeiPapords exw, 
iards ef ov, dr’ eun obdver réxvn. 
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LXXIIL 
CHATILLON. 


With him along is come the mother-queen, 

An Até, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her, her niece, the Lady Blanche of Spain 

With them a bastard of the king’s deceased ; 

And all the unsettled humours of the land,— 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies’ faces, and fierce dragons’ spleens,— 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 

Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er, 

Did never float upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence, and scath, in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

Cuts off more circumstance. They are at hand, 

To parley or to fight ; therefore prepare. 
SHakespEarE, King John, II, 1. 


LXXIIL 
XATIAAQN. 
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LXXIV. 
MEROPE. 


For ask at Argos, ask in Lacedaemon, 

Whose people, when the Heracleidae came, 
Were hunted out, and to Achaia fled, 
Whether is better, to abide alone, 

A wolfish band, in a dispeopled realm, 

Or conquerors with conquer’d to unite 

Into one puissant folk, as he design’d ? 

These sturdy and unworn Messenian tribes, 
Who shook the fierce Neleidae on their throne, 
Who to the invading Dorians stretch’d a hand, 
And half bestow’d, half yielded up their soil— 
He would not let his savage chiefs alight, 

A cloud of vultures, on this vigorous race, 
Ravin a little while in spoil and blood, 

Then, gorged and helpless, be assail’d and slain. 


M. ARNoip. 
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LXXIV. 
MEPOIIH. 
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W. M. C. 


LXXV. 
STORM AND CALM. 


Night followed, clad with stars. On every side 
More horribly the multitudinous streams 
Of ocean’s mountainous waste, to mutual war 
Rushed in dark tumult thundering, as to mock 
The calm and spangled sky. ... At midnight 
The moon arose: and lo! the ethereal cliffs 
Of Caucasus, whose icy summits shone 
Among the stars like sunlight, and around 
Whose caverned base the whirl-pools and the waves 
Bursting and eddying irresistibly, 
Rage and resound for ever. 

Sugiey, Alastor. 
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LXXvV. 
XEIMON EN ETAIAI. 
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LXXVI. 
HUNTINGTOWER. 


When ye gang awa, Jamie, 

Far across the sea, laddie, 

When ye gang to Germanie, 
What will ye send to me, laddie? 


Tll send you a braw new gown, Jeanie, 
The brawest in the town, lassie, 

And it shall be o’ silk and gowd, 

Wi’ Valenciennes set round, lassie. 


That’s nae gift ava, Jamie, 

Silk and gowd and a’, laddie, 
There’s ne'er a gown in a’ the land 
Td like when ye’re awa, laddie. 


When I come back again, Jeanie, 
Frae a foreign land, lassie, 

Tl bring wi’ me a gallant gay 
To be your ain gudeman, lassie. 


Be my gudeman yoursel’, Jamie, 
Marry me yoursel’, laddie, 

And tak’ me ower to Germanie, 
Wi’ you at hame to dwell, laddie. 


I dinna ken how that wad do, Jeanie, 
I dinna see how that can be, lassie, 
For I’ve a wife and bairnies three, 


And I’m no sure how ye'd agree, lassie. 
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HUNTINGTOWER. 


Ye should hae tellt me that in time, Jamie, 
Ye should hae tellt me that lang syne, laddie, 
For had I kent o’ your fause heart, 

Ye ne'er had gotten mine, laddie. 


Your e’en were like a spell, Jeanie, 
Mair sweet than I could tell, lassie, 
That ilka day bewitch’d me sae, 

I couldna help mysel’, lassie. 


Gae back to your wife and hame, Jamie, 
Gae back to your bairnies three, laddie, 
And I will pray they ne’er may thole 

A braken heart like me, laddie. 


Dry that tearfu’ e’e, Jeanie, 

Grieve nae mair for me, lassie, 

I've neithér wife nor bairnies three, 
And I'll wed nane but thee, lassie. 


Think weel, for fear you rue, Jamie, 
Ye'll no get ane mair true, laddie, 
But I have neither gowd nor lands 
To be a match for you, laddie. 


Blair in Athol’s mine, Jeanie, 

Fair Dunkeld is mine, lassie, 

Saint Johnstoun’s bower, and Huntingtower, 
And a’ that’s mine is thine, lassie. 


OAPIZTTZ KOPTAQNO® KAI KOPHE. 285 
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LXXVII. 
THE NEW SIRENS. 


Pluck no more red roses, maidens, 
Leave the lilies in their dew— 
Pluck, pluck cypress, O pale maidens, 
Dusk, oh, dusk the hall with yew! 
Shall I seek, that I may scorn her, 
Her I loved at eventide? 
Shall I ask, what faded mourner 
Stands at daybreak, weeping by my side ? 
Pluck, pluck cypress, O pale maidens ! 
Dusk the hall with yew! 
M. ARNoLp. 


LXXVII. 
XEIPHNES. 
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LXXVIIL 
MESSENGER. 


Then the priest 
Set to the flower-sweet snow of her soft throat 
The sheer knife’s edge that severed it, and loosed 
From the fair bondage of so spotless flesh 
So strong a spirit ; and all that girt them round 
Gazing, with souls that hung on that sad stroke, 
Groaned, and kept silence after while a man 
Might count how far the fresh blood crept, and bathed 
How deep the dark robe, and the bright shrine’s base 
Red-rounded with a running ring that grew 
More large and duskier as the wells that fed 
Were drained of that pure effluence ; but the queen 
Groaned not nor spake, nor wept, but as a dream 
Floats out of eyes awakening, so past forth 
Ghost-like, a shadow of sorrow, from all sight 
To the inner court and chamber where she sits 
Dumb, till word reach her of this whole day’s end. 


Swinpurne, Erechtheus. 


LXXVIII. 
AITEAOX. 
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LXXIx. 
THE CHOIR INVISIBLE. 


O may I join the choir invisible, 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by their presence : live 
In pulses stirred to generosity, 
In deeds of daring rectitude—in scorn 
For miserable aims that end with self, 
In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars, 
And with their mild persistence urge man’s search 
To vaster issues. 
Gegorce Extor. 
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LXXxIx. 
OTAE TE@NAZI @ANONTEZ. 
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LXXxXx. 
CORIOLANUS. 


O World, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast 
sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and ex- 
ercise, 

Are still together, who twin, as ‘twere, in love 

Unseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissention of a doit, break out 

To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke 
their sleep 

To take the one the other, by some chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 
friends, 

And interjoin their issues. 

SHAKESPEARE, Coriolanus, IV., 4. 
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LXxx. 
KOPIOAANOS. 
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LXxxI. 
RENUNCIATION. 


Come not when I am dead, 
To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave, 
To trample round my fallen head, 
And vex the unhappy dust thou would’st not save. 
There let the wind sweep, and the plover cry ; 
But thou, go by. 


Child, if it were thine error or thy crime 
I care no longer, being all unblest : 
Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of Time, 
And I desire to rest. 
Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie: 
Go by, go by. 
TENNYSON. 


LXXXI 
ONEIAO® ANT’ ONEIAOTS. 
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LXXXIL 
BRUTUS, PORTIA. 


You are my true and honourable wife, 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 
If this were true, then should I know this secret. 
I grant I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant I am a woman; but withal, 
A woman well-reputed,—Cato’s daughter. 
Think you I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father'd and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh: Can I bear that with patience, 
And not my husband’s secrets ? 

O ye gods! 
Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 
Hark, hark! one knocks. Portia, go in awhile: 
And by and bye thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 


SaxespearE, Julius Cesar, IT., 1. 
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LXXXII. 
BPOTTOX, IOPTIA. 
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LXXXIII. 
DEPARTED DAYS. 


Yes, dear, departed, cherished days, 
Could Memory’s hand restore 

Your morning light, your evening rays, 
From Time’s grey urn once more: 

Then might this restless heart be still, 
This straining eye might close, 

And Hope her fainting pinions fold, 
While the fair phantoms rose. 


But, like a child in ocean’s arms, 
We strive against the stream, 
Each moment further from the shore 
Where life’s young fountains gleam : 
Each moment fainter wave the fields, 
And wider rolls the sea; 
The mist grows dark—the sun goes down— 
Day breaks—and where are we? 


OutveR WENDELL Hotes. 


LXXXIIL 
TIO@OY ATIOIXOMENON. 
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LXXXIV. 
PROMETHEUS. 


Evil minds 
Change good to their own nature. I gave all 
He has; and in return he chains me here 
Years, ages, night and day; whether the sun 
Split my parched skin, or in the moony night 
The crystal-winged snow cling round my hair: 
Whilst my beloved race is trampled down 
By his thought-executing ministers. 
Such is the tyrant’s recompense; ’tis just : 
He who is evil can receive no good ; 
And for a world bestowed, or a friend lost, 
He can feel hate, fear, shame; not gratitude: 
He but requites me for his own misdeed. 
Kindness to such is keen reproach, which breaks 
With bitter stings the light sleep of Revenge. 


Sueiizy, Prometheus Unbound, I. 
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LXXXIV. 
TIPOMH@ETS. 
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LXXXvV. 
MEMORY. 


When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste ; 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night, 
And weep afresh love's long-since-cancell’d woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight. 


Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 

The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan, 

Which I new pay as if not paid before: 
But if the while I think on thee, dear Friend, 
All losses are restor'd, and sorrows ‘end. 


SHAKESPEARE. 
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LXXXV. 
MNHMOZTNH. 


"Oray y’ éxijhou ppovridos Odoawy Opdvov 
Brien wadady dvaperpodpevos Kupa 
ToGv payeodv rider, xpdévov rpiBiv 
véay ov apxaioor mipacw orévw. 
KhavOpod 8 dyes dup? eyo panobeis pirwv, 
daous Kéxevlev Nuxrds aiavis oxéros, 
khaiwy Ereyéa tobs mddar Kexdavpevous, 
Swers Te Todas odX Spwpevas Eri. 
Adan 88 AuTav edPds duyncroupéven 
mddar xabeddove’ abfis éLeypityoper, 
youv 88 trav mpiv dvapBpotpevos déyov 
teropévov Sicrnvos éxriva xpéos. 
tér’ adr’ Eporye cod pepvnpévy, pidos, 
mdpeote tardy, wipe’ darjpavrov aéde. 

A. W. M. 


LXXXVI. 
ULYSSES. 


My comrades are a chosen company 
Of men likeminded with me to forswear 
Inglorious ease and tame domestic joys, 
Fired by a free and generous hardihood 
And reckless longing to behold what lands, 
What seas, may lie, from mortal knowledge 
hid, 
Beyond the fabled gates of Hercules ; 
Till, having through unnumbered perils passed, 
And gained experience of new coasts and isles, 
Mountains and constellations new, our helm, 
Not though I bid them, would they home- 
. ward turn, 
But even sail right on, like noble eagle, 
That bird who, when he feels his death 
approach, 
Doth fix his eye against the sun, and lift 
His last flight towards its glory, till his wings 
Faint, and he falleth stark and lifeless down. 
R. C. Trevetyan, Polyphemus, 
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LXXXVI. 
OATEXETS. 


Supmdet 8 éraipwv exxpitos cvvovoia 
tape tvvpdiv olow eurédus 1d8€ 
Bodhevp’ dpape, Svonheij pabupiav 
oixoupias re Paiddov eloael xapay 
xaipew eda, cai yap efopyd 75 Spav 
aiPaiperov 51) Kovx dvayxaiov Opdcos, 
2600s 1’ drhnotos Tod Oedoacfar mépous 
dxrds 6 drotar 8 Bpotois dvevperor 


Khewav xupiio’ &v ‘Hpaxddous muddy mépa.- 


dydvas aOdjoavres Eat’ dvmpiOpous 
vig Te Kawav Kal yudv éureipiay 
xauwhy daBdvres, dorépwv 7° dpav F dua, 
ot’ eb xehevoraip’, odxér’ olaxa otpépew 
pos olxov dv Bedrouev, adda vavorodelv 
dei rd wépow, Kedvds derds tus ds, 

8s cbt’ éxjoBer’ dv én’ éxmvoais Biov, 
xépas éndpas dotpdédous és qA:ov 

Spug mpds adyas e093, hoicPov Spdpor, 
mrépvyes éws xdpvovor Kal radivtpomos 
iver éBovde xpvepds dipuxos véxvs. 


LXXXVII. 
COME REDE ME, DAME. 


Come rede me, Dame, come tell me, Dame, 
And nane can tell mair truly, 

What colour maun the man be of 
To love a woman truly. 


The carlin clew baith up and down 
And leugh and answered ready, 
I learned a sang in Annerdale, 
A dark man for my lady. 


But for a country quean like thee, 
Young lass, I tell thee fairly, 

That wi’ the white I’ve made a shift, 
And brown will do fu’ rarely. 


There’s mickle love in raven locks, 
The flaxen ne'er grows yowden, 
There’s kiss and hause me in the brown, 
And glory in the gowden. 
Burns. 


LXXXVII. 
KOXKINOMANTIS. 


Ein’ dye pow ypaia 7d Kpityvov: eis & dxpov oloGa- 
moias 6 \Goros Berpdode mroxapidas épacrds ; 


Xa mperBiris éxvdoar’ dvw xdrw d Kahapaia, 
ebpapéws 8 dp’ erebe, éyoura 8 ay’ efeyddagte, 
"Apxadixdy te peop’ éSdnv, “ xdpa xvavddpuv 
doriuxa dvSpa gpidet”. ais 8 dypordriow tppw,— 
meiBeo repabeiog, dhabéa 7 ebepecicg— 
dpxet x& motoxpérahos, x mippixos apxel, 
mheiorov Epov xoi xudveot Oadovre Kixwvor, 
ovmoxa § ovS ot fovbot diaradéo xe médowrTo, 
muelovow & épdevra wé0ov rai tuppai erpas, 
xptocov 8 dyddiop’ érerjvobe rais favbaiow. 

W. M. C. 
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XCII. 
ROSE AYLMER. 


Ah what avails the sceptred race, 
Ah what the form divine! 
What every virtue, every grace! 
Rose Alymer, all were thine, 
Rose Alymer, whom those wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 
A night of memories and of sighs 
I consecrate to thee, 
Lanpor. 
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XCIIL. 
AQPIO® EIAE YE TTMBOS. 


Avdiav, dida, yévos ée tupdvvev 
obder Fv dp’, ob8e Odacw iooa 
pépga, ob8e coi é dpéras récucw 
"Awov dpdya. 
mdvta yap ddxes a8", Eyor 82 Khainv 
pipve. ot8 trap mordpny é’, dda o° 
byxadeupévy atovdxais dviacb- 
a, dia vixros. 
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XCIV. 
HAPPY INSENSIBILITY. 


In a drear-nighted December, 

Too happy, happy tree, 

Thy branches ne'er remember 

Their green felicity : 

The north cannot undo them 

With a sleety whistle through them, 
Nor frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at the prime. 


In a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook, 

Thy bubblings ne’er remember 
Apollo’s summer look ; 

But with a sweet forgetting 
They stay their crystal fretting, 
Never, never petting 


About the frozen time. 
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XCIV. 
ANAIZ@H3IA. 


Maxapilopey oé, 8&8por, 
Gru xelparos pecodvros 
tods gods dédnfev SLous 
ppod8ov BeBnxds avBos- 
od cou péder re Boppa 
Kpuepdv Khovodvros abrous, 
mdyos 08 now aie 
€apos § dvbodow adbs. 
paxapiloper o¢, pedpa, 
Gre xeiparos pecodvros 
dpsnpoveis te DoiBov, 
dpynpoveis 7’ drrdpas. 
AjOnv 8 gxov yhuceiay 
tahiv wéravoa dwar, 
088? ol8as obde& ddyos 
Gre Opa ovpaémpyev. 
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HAPPY INSENSIBILITY. 


Ah! would ‘twere so with many 
A gentle girl and boy! 

But were there ever any, 
Writhed not at passéd joy ? 

To know the change and feel it, 
When there is none to heal it 
Nor numbéd sense to steal it— 
Was never said in rhyme. 


ANAIX@HZIA. 


ef dhedov rovavrny 
ew riyny épacrat : 
tiva § obk &n€e tobro, 
wahdv €iddr’, clr’ ddeivar ; 
73 cwedévar orepévra, 
Gre pj tis €orw ddxy, 
AqOys 7 deo. mryai, 
700 ofoy ddyos éoviv, 
tis mémor’ fo’ dodds ; 


. W. 
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XCV. 
THE NIGHTINGALE. 


King Pandion he is dead, 
All thy friends are lapp’d in lead, 
All thy fellow birds do sing 
Careless of thy sorrowing. 
Even so, poor bird, like thee, 
None alive will pity me. 
SHAKESPEARE, The Passionate Pilgrim. 
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XCV. 


TIANATPTOS AHAQN, 


"Ep@tro TMavSiev pev dvat, raow 82 piroow 
Savoy éxe Odvaros vityperov audiBaddv- 
Gpuides 8 gdovow dSpifdixes, ob8é Tis abrav 
cod twa gpovrid’ exer muxpdv ddupoperns: 
Seir’, dpris, érabes, xdyd tapamdijou téoxo, 
xal yap 6 p’ olxrilev obyi wépnve Bporav. 
A. P, 
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XCVI. 
ROMEO. 


O my love, my wife, 
Death that hath sucked the honey of thy breath 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty. 
Thou art not conquer’d ; beauty’s ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive me, cousin! Ah! dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial Death is amorous, 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I still will stay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again: here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest, 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh. 


SHAKESPEARE, Romeo and Juliet, V., 3. 
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XCVL 
POMEON. 


70. nowodéerpov didrarov vipdns Séuas, 
Odvaros 8s éxaétwxe os mvoms pede 
ovmw Kparjoas Thode Kaddovijs exer 
hoog yap obtw: xelheow féba te oG 
dowtxdBamros xaddoviis corne’ ere 
odpayis, 73 8 dxpdv ofjpa tod xdrw Beod 
Gweore’ Keioar powip, Kpéwv, wendy ; 
ti 8 dy miéov cou mpds xdpw mpdtaiper dy 
4 rp8e AuaByripe os HBns xepi 
176 cot mor’ €xOpav airéyep opdta Suas; 
obyyvabi por oivaipe’ piitdry yivat, 
xdddous 0° &F &S Exovoay eicopiv Sond 
dpevqvov ex cov cuvrePyypevov 50 
“ASqv, Sucedes xvddadov, orvyvov tépas 
Svodepois rapayxddiopd o° ev Sdpors tpépew ; 
cot 8) ovvavdos tavra Sepaivor pevd, 
kod tadra vucrds Sdpar’ alavijs wore 
dpenpsperOa. Tide col wapacraray 
ebdais oivoxos mpoordhas ober, yivat. 
oixnow deippovpor éfiSpupevos, 
xal Svoradaivns efavacndow Sépyns 
wérpov lvyov Sic8apov § ovveliynr. 

W. M. C. 
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XCVII. 
BREAK, BREAK, BREAK. 


Break, break, break, 
On thy cold gray stones, O sea! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 


O well for the fisherman’s boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play ! 
O well for the sailor lad, 

That he sings in his boat on the bay! 


And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill; 

But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still! 


Break, break, break, 
At the foot of thy crags, O sea! 
But the tender grace of a day that is dead 


Will never come back to me. 
. TENNYSON. 


XCVII. 
AIAI TAI MAAAXAI. 


Travey xvavéaor wort omdddero. Oddacoa 
pbxBer dxnSiorws jyap és Fuap dei, 

ede 8 eye Suvdpny elneiv ap’ briOe sparta, 
Soca Pirns prjpns, Soo” dwapa ppoveiv. 

qvide mais ddiews Boorpe per ddaddds dderdijs 
tailor malotons, civ 8 pdxap pdxape, 

kai pdxap ofros aeide. emiorapevaicr xépecow 
mais vavrov pebérwr eivadiay dxarov. 

Wide vijes Suds tn’ dpos duper’ clowepdwor, 
vies tovromépor Kide’ dyadddpevat, 

lfc 8 ey Suvduny abfis xepi xeipa pidovo 
Bacrdlew, dwviy oiyouevoro xdvev. 

pave xvavéaor rorl omdddecot Odhacoa 
foxBer dxndictus yap és yap dei- 

alai, éuot 8€, duol, xopioa: mddw obSémor’ Eorat 
Tparos olxopévny oixopévoro ydpw. 

A. W. M. 
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XCVIII. 
AMORET. 


Then hear me, Heaven, to whom I call for right, 
And you, fair twinkling stars, that crown the night ; 
And hear me, woods, and silence of this place, 
And ye, sad hours, that move a sullen pace; 
Hear me, ye shadows, that delight to dwell 
In horrid darkness, and ye powers of hell, 
Whilst I breathe out my last! I am that maid, 
That yet-untaméd Amoret, that play’d 
The careless prodigal, and gave away 
My soul to this young man, that now dares say 
I am a stranger, not the same. But why 
Do I resolve to grieve, and not to die? 
Happy had been the stroke thou gav’st, if home; 
By this time had I found a quiet room, 
Where every slave is free, and every breast, 
That living bred new care, now lies at rest. 
BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER, 
The Faithful Shepherdess, IV., 4. 


XCVITIL. 
NOZEI TA ®IATATA. 


"O Ze, of yap Sixara mpootpérw pe Spay, 
dxovgov, dotpa 7’, edppdyns trouidpara, 
7a kaddupeyyy, Kal vdwas tpocevérw 
xdpas te rode wav cwrnrdv wéBor: 
kai pi Bpadeias olpov épmovoas Badnv 
Gpas te xalow mpoodirés orvyvov oxéros 
oxids mporavdd, Saipovds te veprépous, 
Yruxoppayoda’ > HS" ely’? éyd yap 4 xdpy 
% Ajpa Oeppsv ovror’ éppvOmopevn, 
4} win? ddpur, 4 Ge 79 veavig 
Wuyiy y wip apocioa: viv 8 pw dfwi 
fmy déyew Kod riv ye wpboGer, GN spos 
ti rabra weBeiv paddov 4 Oaveiv Soxet ; 
Tpadcavre yap cot Katpiay rerpwpern 
moddjy dv Wn Thy xdpw, Ths Yodxou 
xépas Tuxodca was 5 Sovhevww drov 
edevdepodrar x} Texotca ppovrida 
éx dpovri8os pp eb rédos Koupilerat. 

A. P. 


XCIX. 
LAODAMIA. 


“Great Jove, Laodamia! doth not leave 
His gifts imperfect :—spectre though I be, 
I am not sent to scare thee or deceive; 
But in reward of thy fidelity. 

And something also did my worth obtain ; 
For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain. 


_ Thou know’st, the Delphic oracle foretold 

That the first Greek who touched the Trojan strand 
Should die; but me the threat could not withhold: 
A generous cause a victim did demand ; 

And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain; 

A self-devoted chief—by Hector slain. 


And while my youthful peers, before my eyes 
(Each’ hero following his peculiar bent) 
Prepared themselves for glorious enterprise 

By martial sports,—or, seated in the tent, 
Chieftains and Kings in council were detained ; 


What time the fleet at Aulis lay enchained. 
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XCIX. 
AAOAAMEIA. 
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The wished-for wind was given :—I then revolved 
The oracle, upon the silent sea ; 

And, if no worthier led the way, resolved 

That of a thousand vessels, mine should be 

The foremost prow in pressing to the strand,— 
Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan sand. 


Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang 

When of thy loss I thought, belovéd Wife! 

On thee too fondly did my memory hang, 

And on the joys we shared in mortal life,— 

The paths which we had trod—these fountains—flowers ; 
My new-planned cities, and unfinished towers. 


But should suspense permit the Foe to cry, 

‘Behold they tremble !—haughty their array, 

Yet of their number no one dares to die’? 

In soul I swept the indignity away: 

Old frailties then recurred :—but lofty thought, 

In act embodied, my deliverance wrought.” 
‘Worpsworta. 


AAOAAMEIA. 


tédos 8 Cremer obpiay Beds mvoiy 
mddat toPewhy nat rér” &v révry oradels, 
XPHopors Exndros Bovrododpevos Heod, 
todvSe Bovdevp’ adrdédyros etddunv, 
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. Mpdrnv dxethar mpds xpataihewy xOdva, 
Bavdy 88 Tpoias wparos aipdéar wéBov. 
Saxpuppod 82 modddaus 7d ody, yivat, 
Gtroiov éotar mévOos evvootpevos, 
pijpny te Kowdy xappdtoy dvacréve, 
euiv re cat of Kowdmow opdiay, 
ayyds te tdo8e Kal 168° dvbéwv ydvos 
dredeis te wipyous tds 7 &y Amiow rodes. 
clr’ obv é8e. Bodvras dvéxeaai twas, 
“80d tpduovor, TH cayf Sewol pdvy* 
ot8' ls rogovray Kaptepel 7d KarBaveiy ;” 
dwérrua’ obv roiveSos: clr’ aifis maw 
7a. Sei’ ibdpwea yp’: dra 8 ad dpovris Kad} 
Epy paveioa rotpv tfedevbepoi. 


A.W. M. 


Cc. 
THE NILE. 


Out of the unknown South, 
Through the dark lands of drouth, 
Far wanders ancient Nile in slumber gliding : 
Clear-mirrored in his dream 
The deeds that haunt his stream 
Flash out and fade like stars in midnight sliding. 
Long since, before the life of man 
Rose from among the lives that creep, 
With Time's own tide began 
That still mysterious sleep, 
Only to cease when Time shall reach the eternal deep. 


From out his vision vast 
The early gods have passed, 
They waned and perished with the faith that made 
them ; 
The long phantasmal line 
Of Pharaohs crowned divine 
Are dust among the dust that once obeyed them. 
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C. 
NEIAOZ. 
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Their land is one mate burial mound, 
Save when across the drifted years 
Some chant of hollow sound, 
Some triumph blent with tears, 
From Memnon’s lips at dawn wakens the desert meres. 


O Nile, and can it be 
No memory dwells with thee 
Of Grecian lore and the sweet Grecian singer ? 
The legions’ iron tramp, 
The Goths’ wide-wandering camp, 
Had these no fame that by thy shore might linger? 
Nay, then must all be lost indeed, 
Lost too the swift pursuing might 
That cleft with passionate speed 
Aboukir’s tranquil night, 
And shattered in mid-swoop the great world-eagle’s 
flight. 


Yet have there been on earth 
Spirits of starry birth, 
Whose splendour rushed to no eternal setting : 
They over all endure, 
Their course through all is sure, 
The dark world’s light is still of their begetting. 
Though the long past forgotten lies, 
Nile! in thy dream remember him, 
Whose like no more shall rise 
Above our twilight’s rim, 
Until the immortal dawn shall make all glories dim. 


NEIAOX. 291 
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For this man was not great 
By gold or kingly state, 
Or the bright sword, or knowledge of earth's wonder ; 
But more than all his race 
He saw life face to face, 
And heard the still small voice above the thunder. 
O river, while thy waters roll 
By yonder vast deserted tomb, 
There, where so clear a soul 
So shone through gathering doom, 
Thou and thy land shall keep the tale of lost Khar- 
toum. 


Henry Newsout. 


NEIAOZ. 


oSros ob xpuog péyas tis, ob TupavvunG orddy, 
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A. W. M. 
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EPIGRAMMATA. 
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Tevrijxovrd mor’ dv8pes dvaxr. dépov ifov oivov 
mevrixovr’ dyaBot, may évds: els 82 xaxds, 
8s rdBe BuocoSopeve, “eyd pdvos od8ev évoicw- 
fort yap év oddols potvoy govra dafeiv”. 
BAS dp dvat wivew, olvov § ody Gero tivav- 
ob8e yap odSev eviv: mdvres Spoior dyav. 
A. W. M. 


Il. 
NIKAI A’ O MPATOS KAI TEAETTAIOZ APAMOQN. 
Meaviwy wor dydow dy dxvSpdpos *Araddyrny 
vujoas piiiny @daxer 7)Sbyapov. 
$4 8 dpa pediwor rpos tapbévov, “ dpyére Kovpn, 
Gropev €€ EpiSos xpeirooves dupdrepor: 
kal yap éyd o° Bdpacoa Spdpos, ody 8 efoxov ipas 
Kaos evimnow nai ¢Odpevov xparée”. 
W. BA. 
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Il. 
Q% AIEI TON OMOION ATEI @EOX 0%,TON OMOION. 


Xaipe ai ely "ABew Oadrdporcs, wepiedure Kipe, 
cipuBla Nepoty rofepépav Bao: 

efdde Tor xpdvios, Soktxv dddv oixoBev Fnov 
"Ioviov Te \umav judvas weddyous, 

eboeBeas cov prijp? dowdLopas, ioft 8é yp’ dvra 


rovvou’ *AdéfavSpov, xeipt yévos Maxeddv. 
J. F. 


Iv. 
AITIA EAOMENOT: @EO® ANAITIO“. 
Navride, vavyyod Kevedv rdpov dvOd8e Mevooes : 
doréa 8 ey aévry Kipa xaraxdovee, 
peppécbe yi) Saipov’ dvairov- airos airis 


doris én” eusropinv eldero srovroropelv. 
A. W. M 


Vv. 
A NAMELESS EPITAPH. 


Ask not my name, O friend! 
That Being only, which hath known each man 
From the beginning, can 
Remember each unto the end. 
M. ARNOLD. 


VI. 


My soul, sit thou a patient looker on. 

Judge not the Play before the Play is done: 

Her Plot has many changes: every day 

Speaks a new scene: the last act crowns the Play. 


Francis QuARLES. | 


Vv. 


OT MEN IAP TIS TIAMITAN ANONTMOS EXT’ 
AN@POTION. 
Mi) o% ye rovvop’ épod, Pid’, 6 yap yvods mpator ExacrTov 
xds téhos dy potvos prjotw éxdorov éxor. 
JwF. 


VI. 


Wut ep, thyjpav od nabnpévrn dote Oewpds 
By te 7d Spaipa Oéde, mpiv rédos 7, Sixdoras- 
pupa yap ray péoow: ereoddiov pév Exacrov 
Fmap dye, Opvyxds 8 eo8ds dor, pidrn. 
J. ¥F. 


VIL 


Stop, thief! Dame Nature cried to Death, 
As Willie drew his latest breath ; 
You have my choicest model ta’en, 
How shall I make a fool again ? 
Burns. 


VIL 


“Kypicow @dvarov”, duailoos qrve Tata 
"AiSny, ebre avohy Mupridos torar’ éxve. 
“dda ob yap Bédricrov ddypyxas wapdderypa, 
mas dp’ eydv abfis pwpdv dmepydoopat;” 
J.AS. 


VIII. 


Upon thy mother’s knees, a new born child, 
Weeping thou sat’st while all around thee smiled. 
So live that when thou tak’st thy last long sleep 
Calm thou may’st smile, while all around thee weep. 


From the Persian. 


VIII. 


"Apriroxos ov gidns amadois éri youvact pytpos 
eco Saxpudes, tdvra 8é 0” aud’ éyéda- 
mpacoe 5 Sas tore, wai, Tov wifyperov Uavov iavys 
pedidar, xraip mdvra Tapiotdpeva. 
A. W. M 


*Apritoxov Bpépos dv emi yowvacr pytpds éxewo 
Saxpuxdwv Gre was dui oé pedidg, 
Se oe xp Civ dote haBdvra tavictarov tmvov 
pediday dre was audi oe Saxpuxéet. 
J. H. 


Tlais veoytdds doy él youvact pyrpds éxerco 
WPopévav mdvrov potvos ddupdpevos. 
E8e Biov Sudyous ds vizyperov Srvov émomeiv 
7Sdpevos mdvrav poivos ddupopevar. 
A. P. 


Ix. 


Though the Muse be gone away, 
Though she move not earth to-day, 
Souls, erewhile who caught her word, 
Ah! still harp on what they heard. 
M. ARNOLD. 


Ix. 


‘H Motoa pév BEBnxer, odxel torepov 
Bporois épurajoovea Kkydyjocourd Te, 

Soo. 8 éxeivns PO€ypar’ ynovedy Tore, 
xatpovor Kal viv raira Bouxodovpevor. 


A. W. M. 
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xX. 


Music, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory ; 
Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 
Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 
Are heaped for the belovéd’s bed ; 
And so thy thoughts when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on. 
SHELLEY. 


x. 


POEyyerar 48d wédos Kal suws Afyovros dood 
Gi 7 edo8pov tov mveipa papavopevov* 
€orpwrai re fddwv Piddois déxos* ev S2 pepipyars 
god Kal dropOipévou Keloerat abrds “Epas. 
J. AK. T. 
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NUGAE. 


I 
MARY HAD A LITTLE LAMB. 


Mary had a little lamb, 

Its fleece was white as snow, 

And everywhere that Mary went 

The lamb was sure to go. 

It followed her to school one day— 
Which was against the rule— 

It made the children laugh and play 

To see a lamb at school. 

The teacher therefore turned it out ; 
But still it lingered near, 

And on the grass it played about 

Till Mary did appear. 

“What makes the lamb love Mary so?” 
The eager children cry. 

“ Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know,” 
The teacher did reply. 
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L 
AA®NHS AMNION. 


"Apvos wor’ éoxe Addvy 
Aeuadrpixos xidv ds, 
Addvyn 8 drow Badifo. 
dpvos ovvelrer’ abr. 
ouvérrer’ ob Demioris 
68 cis Si8acxadetov* 
yadou 8 of pabyrai 
gowrav8’ épavres dyvov. 
6 8 ob» vw ebéxryce 
SSdonados* wéhas 82 
dva ri wény erailer, 
Ews mpondOe Addyn. 
Eperar 82 trav réxvev ts, 
th rayivig wobetrat 
Addvn roodv8 ; 6 8 ele 
SSdonahos, “ri Oadpa ; 
épaca +’ dvrepara.” 


Ww. 
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M. 


Cc. 


IL. 


Some hae meat, an’ canna eat, 

An’ some wad eat that want it; 
But we hae meat, an’ we can eat, 
And sae the Lord be thankit. 


Burns, 


TIL. 


“They say the camel can go thirty days without a 
drink ; but who the devil wants to be a camel?” 


814 


II. 
"Evor pev olor otros 


ixavds mdpeort, airov 8 
dwddwde rao” Spefis: 
for 8 Exover ravryy, 
daépws 8 exove’ éxeivov- 
drap tpiv gcrov dudo, 
xdpw obv Deois Si8aper. 


TIL 


"Hpata 6)X’ darérovs dvéxyer bai gacr xapsdous, 
rev 82 Kapnda8y ris x’ dvéyorro Blov ; 
G. A. M 
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Iv. 


Tak’ awa’ Aberdeen an’ twal’ mile roon, an’ whaur are ye? 


816 


Iv. 
"EEN "ABepSovinv wediov 7 evOe re Kai Gb 


as éxatdv oradlous: abrix’ é’ obSey eyes. 


Aapras pev doréwy éor’ "ABpySovin pdvn, 
7a 8 dda dathys omwapis Opvadridos. 


“EfeX’ "ABpndovinv cat rhv wepwaterdwcay - 
"HMos obpavias éfarddwhe mhaxds. 


"OAs tis edvupov ‘Appovinv o° dvépnve mperdvtws * 
vdodt yap appovins ovmor’ by Erhe rd way. 
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INDEX EXORDIORUM. 


A nerniy onal lend dy guiding band 
Ah me, the weary days . . 
Ah what avails the sceptred race 
All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds out . 
And you have travelled much ? . . 


Art thou pale for weariness. 
‘As one that for weary space has lain 


As when some hunter in the spring hath found . 


At this he turn’d all red and paced his hall 
Away! no more of this! . . . 


Bs you my witness, earth . 

Beautiful, unattainable and free . 

Bows th wind today, and the eun andthe man ar fying 
Break, break, break. 8. 

But not long 


Ca’ the yowes to the knowes 


Come, come ; no time for lamentation now 
Come not when I am dead : 

Come re me, Dame ome fll ms Dame 
Cry, Trojans, ory ! 

Dears closes all: but something ere the end 


Draw neat sd lit what wih our counil we have done . 
81 


820 INDEX EXORDIORUM. 


Evi minds change good to their own nature 
For ask at Argos, ask in Lacedaemon 


Groomy winter’s noo awa’ . 
Great Jove, Laodamia! doth not leave 


Havs I so far lost a father’s power . 
He is gone, and on each footstep moves a life 
Hear then my fixed resolve : I'll linger here 


I cannor tell what you and other men 


I do entreat you, go not, noble guests . 
I know not. If they speak but truth of her 
I know well in what terms I do receive 

In a drear-nighted December 

Is yet Sejanus come? . 

Is little profite that an idle king. 


Kora Pandion he is dead . 


Lat it be so i Hay truth then be thy Gower 
Lo now see 


My comrades are 8 chosen company . 
My heart is a-breaking, dear Tittie! . 
My lord, these titles far exceed my worth . 


News! stirring news to-day! wonders come thick 
Night after night 
Night followed, olad with stars. On every side . 


O Sires Wind toward the snnsok blowing 
O may I join the choir invisible . 
O miserable change! Is this the man 
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INDEX EXORDIORUM. 


O my love, my wife . . 

© thon that roll abe, ound asthe sil of my fathers 
O women, O sweet people of this land 

O World, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast sworn 
Oocasions drew me early to this city . : 


Oh, thou dissembler, that, before thou spak’st 


Onur bugles sang truce ; for the night-clond had lows’ 
Out of the unknown South : 


Pxvox no more red roses, maidens 


Ssapows, would we question darkness ? 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways . 
Since we have spoke and counsel is not heard . 
Sirs, whom by strange constraint I stand before 
Bit Jessica. Look how the floor of Heaven 
Sunset and evening star . . 

Suns that set, and moons that wane . 

Suppose this done, or were it possible 

Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet 


Tears for the noble dead . 

The embers of the day arered . 

The old order changeth, yielding place to new 
The woods decay, the woods decay and fall . 
Then hear me, Heaven, to whom I call for night 
Then the priest . : 

There lies the port ; the vessel puffs her sail 


Therefore doth Heaven divide . 

This is my son, mine own Telemachus 
This night your chieftain armed himself 
"Tis Apollo comes leading . 


To fight then be it : for if to die or live . . 
‘Fo whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath . 
. 21 


322 INDEX EXORDIORUM. 


Unpue the wide and starry sky 


Waar I can do can do no hurt to try 
What of the Darkness? Is it very fair? . 


‘When I am dead, my dearest . 


When o’er the hill the eastern star 

When on my bed the moonlight falls 

When the dumb honr, clothed in black =. 
i dae 
When ye gang aws, Jamie 

Which when these heard . . 

With him along is come the mother-queen 

Within the navel of this hideous wood 


Yus, dear, departed, cherished days . 
You are my true and honourable wife 


EPIGRAMMATA. 


Madaviay wor’ dySow dy Sav8pipors "Arakderay 


Navride, vampyoi xevedv réqpoy vide Aetowas 


Torinorra or’ dvSpes dvaxre dipov ribo bu0v . 


Xaipe xal civ "AiSew Oaddpowwr, wepucdur? Kipe 


Ask not my name, O friend 


Musto, when soft voices die. 
My soul, sit thou a patient looker on . 


Sor thief! Dame Nature cried to Death . 
Taoucs the muse be gone away 


Upon thy mother’s knees, a new-born child 


#8 8 88 8 8888 


INDEX EXORDIORUM. 
NUGAE. 
Many had a little lamb 
Som hae meat, an’ canna eat . 


Tax’ awa’ Aberdeen an’ twal’ mile roon oe 
They say the camel can go thirty days without a drink 
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Apud Universitatem Aberdonensem 


STUDIA ACADEMICA 


CURAVERUNT EDENDA 
DECEMVIRI QUIBUS PRARERAT 


Jaconus W. H. Trait, S.R.S., Sc. Botan. Professor, Bibliothecaeque Curator, et 
Peraus J. Axpzrsox, M.A., LL.B., Bibliothecarius atque Editor Generalis. 


1900. No. 1—Roll of Alumni in Arts of the University and King's College of Aberdamn, 1396-1860, 
Réited by P. J. Anderson, 
» No a—Records of Old Aberdeen, 1157-1891. A. M. Munro, F.S.A. Scot. Vol. I. 
» No. 3--Place Names of West Aberdeenshire, James Macdonald, F.8.A. Scot. 
1901, No. 4-—The Family of Burnett of Leys, George Burnett, LL.D. Lyon King of Arms. 
» No. 5—Records of Invercauld, 1547-1808. Rev. J. G. Michie, M.A. 
1goa. No. 6—Rectorial Addresses in the Universities of Aberdeen, 1839-1900. P. J. Anderson. 
» No. 7—-The Albemaris Papers, 1746-48. Professor C. S. Terry, M.A. 
1903. No. &—Ths House of Gordon. J. M. Bulloch, M.A. Vol. I. 
© No. g—Records of Bigin. William Cramond, LL.D. Vol. I. 
1904. No. 10—Avogadro and Dalton, A. N. Meldrum, D.Sc. 
» No. 11-—Records of the Sheriff Cowrt of Aberdeenshire. David Littlejohn, LL.D. Vol. 1. 
No. 12—-Proceedings of the Aberdeen University Anatomical and Anthropological Socisty, 
1g0ac4. President, Professor R. W. Reid, M.D., F.R.C.S. 
1905. No. 13—Report om the Aleyonaria collected by Professor Herdman at Ceylon in 1902. 
Professor J. Arthur Thomson, M.A. and W..D. Henderson, B.Sc. 
nm No. r4e—Researches in Organic Chemistry, Prof. F. R. Japp, F.R.S., and others. 
= No. 15-—-Meminisss Jwoat: with Appendis of Alakeia, Alexander Shewan, M.A. 
» No. 16—The Blackhalls of that Ith and Berra, Alexander Morison, M.D. 
1906, No. 17.—Records of the Scots Colleges at Douai, Rome, Madrid, Valladolid, Ratisbon, Vol. 1. 


P. J. Anderson, 

» No. 18—Roll of the Graduates of the University of Aberdeen, 1860-1900, Colonel William 
Jobnstoa, C.B. 

nm No. 19-—Studies in the History and Development of the University of Aberdem. P. J. 
‘Anderson and others, 


=» No, e0—Studias in the History and Art of the Bastern Provinces of the Roman Empire. 
Professor Sir W. M. Ramsay, D.C.L., and pupils. 
n No, at-—Studies iw Pathology. William Bulloch, M.D., and others, 
1» No. 22.—Proceedings of the Aberdeen University Anatomical and Anthropological Society, 
1904-06. President, Professor R. W. Reid, M.D. 
No, 23.—Subject Catalogues of the Science Library and the 


. Library. P. J. Anderson. 
i» No. 94.—Records of the Sheriff Court of Aberdeenshire. David Littlejohn, LL.D. Vol. II. 
1907. No. 25.—Studies on Alcyonarians and Antipatharians. Prof. Thomson, M.A., and others. 
n No, 26.—Swrgical Instruments in Greek and Roman Times. J. 8. Milne, M.A., M.D. 
w No. 27.—Records of the Sheriff Court of Aberdeenshire. David Littlejohn, LL.D. Vol. III. 
No aic-Ploscali Grech Borsales Ser. H. Profnas J- Harrower, M.A. 
» No, s9-—-Record of the Quatercentenary, 1906. P. J. Anderson. 
No. 30—Ths House of Gordon, J. M. Bulloch, M.A. Vol. II. 
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